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WITHOUT  LOVE  OR   LICENCE 
OHAPTEE  XXXin 

'  YOUR     SISTER     IS     ALIVE  ' 

The  more  Sir  Frederick  reflects  on  the  cruel 
deception  that  has  been  practised  on  hirii, 
the  more  furious  he  feels  with  the  woman 
who  had  thus  deceived  him.  His  marriage 
had  been  a  fatal  error  ;  he  and  Sarah  had 
parted, and  he  had  been  quite  prepared  to  make 
the  best  of  things  ;  but  the  rumour  she  had 
thought  fit  to  circulate  of  her  death  had  led 
liim  into  a  dreadful  mistake.  What  was  he 
to  do  ?  What  would  Mary  think  of  him  ? 
Had  he  better  write  to  her  at  once,  or  had 
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lie  better  wait  till  he  had  ascertained  beyond 
all  doubt  that  his  wife  was  alive  ?  Nonsense  ; 
he  knew  that  now  ;  where  she  was  and  what 
she  was  doincr  mio-ht  take  him  some  time  to 
find  out,  but  that  she  was  living  he  was  quite 
convinced.  Clearly,  the  best  thing  he  could 
do  was  to  tell  the  whole  story  to  Mr.  Kirk. 
This  he  proceeded  to  do  forthwith,  not  dis- 
guising the  fact  that,  believing  Lady  Hallaton 
to  be  dead,  he  was  half  engaged  to  another 
young  lady. 

The  lawyer  hstened  attentively.  He  had 
heard  too  many  strange  stories  in  his  time  to 
feel  much  surprised  at  anything. 

'  I  quite  agree  with  you,'  he  said  at  length, 
'  and  have  no  doubt  that  Lady  Hallaton  is 
alive.  She  must  have  had  some  strong  motive 
for  putting  into  practice  so  clumsy  a  device 
for   effacing  herself.     The  whole  fiction   was 
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bound  to  collapse  whenever  anybody  went 
down  to  Shillingford  and  made  a  few  in- 
quiries. T  should  advise  your  endeavouring 
to  trace  Lady  Hallaton  at  once.  The  neces 
sary  inquiries  you  w^ill  naturally  wish  con- 
ducted with  secrecy? ' 

Sir  Frederick  nodded.  '  Do  you  think 
you'll  succeed  ? '  he  asked. 

The  lawyer  shrugged  his  shoulders.  '  I 
can  offer  no  opinion.  The  agent  whom  I  shall 
at  once  send  down  to  ShilHngford  will  per- 
haps discover  some  clue  which  escaped  you  in 
your  hasty  visit.  I  will  write  to  you  as  soon 
as  I  have  anything  to  tell  you.' 

'Then  there  is  no  more  to  be  said,'  rejoined 
the  baronet,  and,  having  shaken  hands  with 
Mr.  Kirk,  he  took  his  departure. 

'  Ahem  ! '  mused  the  lawyer,  when  he 
found   himself  alone.     '  I  can  see    only  one 
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motive  for  her  ladyship's  conduct,  and  that 
is  she  must  have  fallen  in  love  with  somebody 
else,  and  so  wished  to  do  away  with  her  past. 
She  was  a  handsome  woman  by  all  accounts, 
and  the  allowance  he  paid  her  was  but  mode- 
rate ;  while,  from  Sir  Frederick's  account,  they 
were  heartily  tired  of  each  other.  I  should 
think  if  Sir  Frederick  can  trace  her  he  would 
find  himself  a  free  man.' 

July  is  drawing  to  a  close,  but  Hallaton 
still  lingered  in  town.  He  had  meant  as  soon 
as  August  came  in  to  run  down  to  Exmouth 
for  a  few  days,  or  it  might  be  a  few  weeks,  if 
Mary  Lydney  gave  him  encouragement  to 
prolong  his  visit.  Now  he  did  not  know  what 
to  do.  He  had  not  yet  been  able  to  steel 
himself  into  writing  that  letter  to  Mary.  He 
soothed  himself  with  the  idea  that  he  had 
best  wait  till  he  could  speak  more  definitely  ; 
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that  if  that  letter  had  to  be  penned  it  should 
be  after  he  had  heard  from  Mr.  Kirk.  He 
was  in  a  state  of  feverish  unrest  consequent 
on  what  he  was  pleased  to  term  the  uncer- 
tainty of  his  position — we  desire  some 
one  thing,  and  though  our  sober  judgment 
tells  us  that  there  is  no  probability  of  its 
happening,  yet  there  still  lingers  in  our 
breasts  a  hope  that  our  desire  may  be 
fulfilled.  Hallaton's  reason  told  him  that  his 
wife  was  still  alive,  and  he  was  not  blind  to 
the  fact  that  her  discovery  might  entail  shame 
upon  his  name.  August  came,  and  still  no 
news  from  the  lawyer.  He  went  down  and 
saw  Mr.  Kirk.  That  gentleman  said  he  had 
no  definite  news  yet,  but  their  agent  was  fol- 
lowing up  a  clue  which  he  thought  might 
lead  to  something  tangible. 

Hallaton's  mind  was  made  up.     Town  was 
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o-ettino-  hot  and  stuffy.  There  was  no* 
use  staying  there  any  longer.  He  could 
not  o^o  down  to  Exmouth  as  matters 
now  stood ;  he  would  go  North,  and  see 
what  York  and  Doncaster  might  do  for  him. 
lie  was  dearly  fond  of  racing,  and  those 
were  two  of  the  pleasantest  meetings  in 
England. 

What  memories  do  not  tlie  two  great 
battlefields  of  the  Xorth  call  up  to  the  genuine 
racing  man  !  I  am  talking  of  the  real  lover 
of  the  sport,  who  not  only  bears  in  mind  all 
that  he  has  seen  himself,  but  who  is  versed  in 
all  the  famous  traditions  of  the  past  ;  who, 
though  it  was  not  his  luck  to  see  it,  knows 
all  about  the  famous  match  on  the  Knaves- 
mire,  when,  to  the  dismay  of  Yorkshire,  the 
'  spots  '  went  down  before  the  tartan  jacket 
of  Eglinton's  chivalric   Earl ;    and  who   can 
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picture  to  himself  how  the  Tykes  stood  aghast 
as  Yoltigeur  was  collared  by  the  famous  Irish 
outsider  on  the  Town  Moor. 

Hallaton  has  arrived  at  York,  and  taken 
up  his  quarters  at  the  Station  Hotel  for  a 
week.  He  has  a  good  many  acquaintances 
there  amongst  the  soldiers,  and  is  altogether 
having  as  pleasant  a  time  as  a  man  so 
harassed  as  himself  can  expect  to  do.  It  is 
the  last  day  of  the  meeting.  As  far  as  his 
speculations  have  gone  he  has  not  been  very 
successful,  but  he  is  not  much  disturbed  in 
that  respect,  when  a  little  to  his  surprise  he 
stumbles  across  Chives.  That  gentleman,  in- 
deed, as  far  as  the  military  authorities  per- 
mit, now  rarely  misses  an  important  race 
meeting.  As  has  been  said  before,  he  is 
fond  of  racing,  and  what  witli  his  own 
observation   and   an    occasional   very   useful 
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hint  from  Sam  Mercer,  he  contrives  to  make 
liis  amusement  self-supporting. 

'  Well,  old  man,'  exclaimed  Dicky,  '  I  am 
very  glad  to  see  you  twirling  the  tambourine 
once  more.  There's  nothing  like  it,  you 
know,  in  these  hot  summer  days ;  and  New- 
market Heath  just  braces  you  up  for  the 
coming  winter.' 

'  Ah !  and  leaves  you  at  times  like  the 
bears,  to  live  upon  sucking  your  paws  till 
next  spring,'  rejoined  Hallaton,  laughing. 
'Sugar-cane,  to  wit.  But  I  should  like  to 
know  how  the  deuce  you  manage  with  the 
powers  that  be  to  get  leave  for  all  your  little 
outings  ? ' 

'  Don't  touch  upon  a  sore  subject,'  re- 
turned Chives ;  '  they  are  not  bad  as  a  rule, 
but  they  are  playing  it  rather  low  upon  a 
poor  orphan  just  now.' 
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'  What  do  you  mean  ?  '  said  Hallaton. 

'Mean,  sir  ? '  replied  Chives,  bombastically : 
'  this,  that  a  tyrannical  colonel,  when  he 
granted  me  three  days  to  come  here,  grimly 
remarked  that  mine  seemed  to  be  the  sickliest 
family  he  had  ever  heard  of,  and  that  for  the 
next  two  or  three  months  any  of  my  relations 
who  might  be  afflicted  with  ill-health  would 
have  to  endure  it  without  the  consolation  of 
my  presence.  Now,  where  does  a  man  like 
that  expect  to  go  to  ?  ' 

'  You'll  have  to  make  hay  while  the  sun 
shines,  Dicky,'  replied  Hallaton,  laughing. 
'  No  chance  to  recover  at  Doncaster  what  you 
lose  on  the  Knavesmire.' 

'  Ah,  the  more  necessary  it  is  that  I  at- 
tend closely  to  business  now,'  rejoined  Chives 
laughingly,  and  without  further  parley  he 
plunged   into  the  ring.      '  Halloa,  Mercer  ! ' 
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he  exclaimed,  as  he  suddenly  encountered 
the  bookmaker  busily  engaged  in  the  exercise 
of  his  calling.  '  What  are  you  doing  about 
this  race  ? ' 

'You  mean  what  do  I  think  about  this 
race,  Captain  Chives,'  rejoined  Sam,  smiling  ; 
'  well,  they  are  laying  six  to  four  on  Hadding- 
ton, and  of  course  I'm  fielding,  but  I  should 
think  he'll  win  easily.  Better  leave  it  alone, 
sir.' 

Dicky  followed  Mercer's  advice,  but  the 
bookmaker  proved  at  fault  in  his  predictions, 
for  a  hundred  yards  from  home  the  roar  of 
the  ring  proclaimed  that  the  favourite  was 
beaten,  and  that  another  of  those  supposed 
'  good  things  '  had  brought  the  army  of 
backers  to  woe. 

It  so  happened  that  Chives  and  Sam 
Mercer  had  not  met  since  Ascot ;  during  all 
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July  Chives  had  fallen  a  victim  to  one  of 
those  long  courses  of  instruction  which, 
though  no  doubt  tending  to  the  improvement 
of  the  officer's  military  science,  interferes 
sadly  with  his  private  amusements,  and,  there- 
fore, Dicky  had  not  been  visible  on  a  race- 
course since  the  Eoyal  Meeting.  Suddenly  it 
occurred  to  Chives  to  wonder  whether  Mercer 
and  Hallaton  had  met  since  the  latter's  re- 
turn ;  it  was  a  question  he  had  not  liked  to 
put  to  Sir  Frederick,  but  he  had  no  such 
scruples  with  regard  to  Sam.  As  soon  as  the 
tumult  over  the  unexpected  result  of  the 
Great  Yorkshire  Stakes  had  subsided,  he 
sought  out  the  bookmaker,  and,  taking  ad- 
vantage of  the  lull,  asked  him  the  question. 

'  Yes,'  replied  Sam,  '  I  saw  him  at  Stock- 
bridge,  and  asked  him  to  give  me  five  minutes' 
conversation.     Well,  Captain  Chives,  I  don't 
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want  to  intrude  upon  him.  I  know  I'm  not 
his  form,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  but, 
damme,  one  has  one's  feelings.  A  man  may 
be  fond  of  his  only  sister,  I  suppose,  and  he 
married  mine.' 

'  Come,  Mercer,  I  don't  quite  see  as  yet 
what  you've  got  to  complain  of.' 

'I  suppose  I've  not,'  replied  Sam,  bitterly. 
'  I  only  wanted  to  know  if  the  girl  was  well ; 
and  if  he  could  have  said  she  was  happy  be- 
sides, I  should  have  been  more  than  satisfied.' 

'  Well  and  happy  ! '  exclaimed  Chives  ; 
'  why,  surely  Hallaton  told  you  what  had 
happened  ? ' 

'  Yes,  he  told  me  she  was  dead.  He  told 
me  that  she  died  of  consumption  almost 
within  a  year  of  my  last  seeing  her.  I  don't 
believe  a  word  of  it,  and  there  are  times  when 
I  don't  think  he  does  either.' 
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'  You  are  all  wrong  there.  I  am  sure,' 
replied  Chives,  '  that  Hallaton  is  firmly  con- 
vinced of  your  sister's  death.' 

'  And  I  am  quite  as  sure  she  is  ahve,' 
rejoined  Mercer  ;  '  and  I'll  come  at  the  truth, 
too,  before  the  year's  out.' 

With  a  slight  slirug  of  his  shoulders 
Chives  walked  away.  The  puzzle  was  quite 
beyond  him.  He  knew  both  men  well,  and 
was  aware  that  the  bookmaker  was  quite  as 
straightforward  as  the  baronet.  Both  were 
evidently  firm  in  their  convictions,  and  both, 
no  doubt,  thoroughly  honest  in  their  belief. 
Dicky  felt  that  for  the  future  he  had  best 
refrain  from  inquiries. 

The  day  w^ears  on,  and  good  though  the 
sport  has  been,  it  was  unusually  fertile  in 
surprises  ;  and  as  Captain  Chives  and  Fred 
Hallaton  drive  back  to  York,  they  are  bound 
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to  confess  that  the  meeting  has  been  more 
pleasant  than  profitable. 

'  Quite  sure  you  won't  stay  and  dine, 
Dicky  ? '  asked  Fred,  as  they  pulled  up  at  the 
station.  '  Sure  to  be  no  difficulty  about  a 
room  at  the  hotel  to  night.' 

'  No  ;  the  difficulty  will  be  with  the  big- 
wigs at  Woolwicli  to-morrow  morning,'  re- 
joined Chives.  'Can't  be  done,  old  man. 
Come  and  see  me  off,  won't  you  ?  ' 

Thus  adjured,  Hallaton  accompanied  his 
chum  into  the  station.  The  platform  was 
crowded  ;  it  was  the  '  special '  for  town  at  the 
conclusion  of  the  races,  and,  needless  to  say, 
the  sporting  contingent  of  all  grades  mustered 
numerously.  As  they  paced  up  and  down 
the  platform,  exchanging  recognitions  with 
various  acquaintance,  they  passed  Sam  Mer- 
cer, engaged    in    earnest    confabulation  with 
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one  of  his  brethren.  He  2:ave  a  shofht  orlance, 
and  half  touched  his  hat  in  acknowledgment 
of  Chives,  but  took  no  notice  whatever  of 
Hallaton. 

'  Good  Heavens  ! '  exclaimed  the  latter, 
'  that  was  Mercer,  wasn't  it  ?  I  must  speak 
to  him.     I  haven't  seen  him  since  Stockbrido^e.' 

'  Odd  you  haven't  come  across  him,'  re- 
plied Dicky.  '  Can't  have  been  in  the  ring 
much,  or  you  must  have  done  it,  because  he 
has  been  there  all  the  meetino-.' 

'Just  so,  I  wasn't,'  rephed  the  baronet. 
'  Such  betting  as  I  did  I  entrusted  to  Wat- 
grove.' 

'  That's  where  it  is,'  repHed  Dicky,  in  an 
aggrieved  tone.  '  Tou  blessed  swells  who  are 
wallowing  in  wealth  leave  these  things  to  your 
commissioners,  whereas  we  poor  beggars  have 
to  struggle  and  perspire  and  fight  for  half  a 
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point  of  odds — and  when  you  are  only  my 
inches  it's  pretty  tough  work,  mind  you — and 
only  to  find  that  all  is  barrenness,  and  that 
nothing  is  so  illusory  as  the  pursuit  of  riches.' 

'  Shut  up,  Dicky !  '  replied  Fred,  sharply. 
'  I  must  speak  with  Mercer.' 

Chives  said  nothing,  but  he  thought  to 
himself,  '  If  any  good  can  come  of  that  inter- 
view I'll  simply  give  it  all  up.' 

However,  Hallaton's  mind  was  quite  made 
up.  He  strode  down  the  platform,  and  tapping 
the  bookmaker  on  the  shoulder,  quietly  said  : 

'I  must  have  a  word  with  you.'  Sam 
Mercer  turned  with  no  little  astonishment, 
and  courteously  raising  his  hat,  he  replied : 

'  Certainly,  Sir  Frederick ;  I'm  at  your  dis- 
posal till  the  train  starts.' 

'  Two  minutes  will  more  than  suffice  for 
what  I  have  got  to  say,'  was  the  reply.     '  I 
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told  you  at  Stockbridge  that  my  wife,  your 
sister,  was  dead,  and  I  believed  it  to  be  true 
at  the  time.  I  was  deceived.  She  is  not,  but 
where  she  is,  and  what  has  become  of  her,  I 
have  not  the  remotest  idea.  Why  she  thought 
jDroper  as  far  as  she  could  contrive  to  give  me 
leijal  information  of  her  decease  I  have  no 
idea.  She  and  I  will  probably  never  meet 
again,  but  whenever  I  ascertain  her  address  it 
will  be  quite  at  your  disposal,  Mr.  Mercer.' 

'  Thank  you,  Sir  Frederick.  I  always  felt 
certain  she  was  alive,  and  you  must  forsrive 
my  saying  I  felt  real  ugly  towards  you  as 
being  answerable  for  the  report  that  she  was 
dead.  I  feel  sure  now  it  was  not  so,  and  that 
she  fooled  you  just  as  I  daresay  she  has  fooled 
other  people.'  And  with  a  courteous  salute 
the  bookmaker  hurried  off  to  look  for  a  seat. 

Sir  Frederick  said  good-bye  to  his  friei  d 

VOL.    III.  C 
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Dicky  Chives,  but  did  not  think  it  necessary 
to  enhghten  him  concerning  his  interview  with 
Mercer. 

As  for  that  latter  worthy,  he  had  a  strong 
suspicion  that,  if  he  didn't  know  exactly  where 
Lady  Hallaton  might  be  at  the  present  moment, 
he  could  at  all  events  make  a  pretty  good 
guess  under  what  colours  she  was  sailing. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXIV 

SEEKING    FOR    HIDDEN    TREASURE 

It  has  been  often  said  that  men  are  apt  to 
bear  adversity  better  than  they  do  prosperity, 
but  this  was  not  the  case  with  Mr.  Lydney. 
The  bland,  genial  banker,  with  a  cheery  greet- 
ing and  pleasant  smile  for  every  one  in  the 
days  of  his  affluence,  had  degenerated  into  a 
touchy,  irritable  man  since  trouble  had  come 
upon  him.  He  had  faced  the  first  shock  of 
misfortune  resolutely  enough ;  but  narrow 
means,  lack  of  occupation,  and  the  morbid 
sensitiveness  which  led  him  to  shrink  even 
from  seeing  staunch  friends,  soon  told  tlieir 
tale.     He  tried  the  patience  at  times  of  those 
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who  still  stood  loyally  by  him,  developing  a 
cynical  vein  utterly  foreign  to  his  real  nature. 
He  had  been  more  elated  than  he  chose  to 
confess  over  Fred  Hallaton's  reappearance  in 
the  light  of  a  suitor  for  Mary's  hand.  Even 
in  former  times,  Avhen  Fred  had  only  the 
prospect  of  his  uncle's  inheritance,  the  banker 
would  have  been  inclined  to  favour  his  suit,  pro- 
viding only  he  had  had  Sir  Eobert's  approval  ; 
but  now  that  Fred  Hallaton  had  come  into 
his  kingdom  while  he  himself  was  a  deposed 
monarch,  he  hugged  the  idea  of  this  alliance 
to  his  heart.  Mary  would  not  only  be  hand- 
somely provided  for — and  his  daughter  was 
very  dear  to  him — but  such  a  marriage  as 
this,  he  thought,  would  go  far  to  rehabilitate 
himself.  But  as  the  days  slipped  by,  and 
Mary  made  no  further  reference  to  Fred 
Hallaton,  Mr.  Lydney  got  very  uneasy.     He 
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felt  tolerably  sure  that  she  had  not  heard  from 
liim,  as  the  chances  were  that  he  himself 
would  have  seen  the  letter,  and  even  if  he  had 
not  she  would  have  been  sure  to  have  men- 
tioned that  she  had  received  one.  This 
worried  him  a  good  deal.  Had  anything  gone 
wrong,  or — and  the  banker's  brow  darkened 
as  the  thought  shot  through  his  brain — could 
young  Hallaton  be  such  a  blackguard  as  to 
Ije  playing  fast  and  loose  with  his  girl  for  tlie 
second  time  ? 

If  such  ideas  disturbed  Mr.  Lydney,  it  may 
be  easily  conceived  that  Mary's  mind  was  for 
from  at  rest  ;  true,  she  had  not  actually  pro- 
mised to  be  Fred  Hallaton's  wife,  but  he  had 
seemed  quite  content  by  her  admission  that 
the  thing  was  not  impossible.  If  he  had  been 
as  earnest  as  he  professed  to  be  she  would 
have  received  a  line  ere  this,  even  at  the  risk 
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of  a  rebuke  for  writing  to  her  ;  he  had  hinted 
to  her  that  he  should  be  shortly  down  at 
Exmouth  again,  and  neither  she  nor  her 
father  had  heard  any  more  of  that,  and  yet, 
considering  the  mischance  that  had  happened 
to  their  first  love,  it  was  presumption  on  his 
part  to  feel  so  assured  of  her  eventual  consent. 
He  must  think  that  he  had  but  to  throw  his 
handkerchief,  and  she  was  willing  to  drop 
into  his  arms  ;  and  Mary  felt  furious  with 
herself  as  she  thought  that  she  had  listened 
too  readily  to  his  overtures  of  reconciliation. 
Neither  father  nor  daughter  spoke  of  it  to  one 
another,  but  both  grew  exceedingly  angry  at 
the  indolent  manner  in  which  Fred  Hallaton 
seemed  disposed  to  prosecute  his  wooing. 

As  for  the  culprit,  he  was  quite  aware 
at  the  bottom  of  his  heart  that  he  was  not 
behaving  fairly ;  he  knew  that  on  his  return 
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from  Sliillingford  he  ought  to  have  written 
at  once  to  Mary  Lydney,  told  her  the  mis- 
understanding under  which  he  had  laboured, 
and  humbly  apologised  for  speaking  as  he 
had  done,  saying  that  he  had  unexpectedly 
received  intelligence  that  his  wife  was  ahve, 
and  that  till  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  this 
report  was  thoroughly  ascertained  his  mouth 
was  closed.  But  he  could  not  dash  the  cup 
of  happiness  from  his  lips  whilst  even  a 
chance  remained  ;  he  shrank  from  writing 
a  letter  which  might  determine  his  fate  at 
once  for  good  and  all — shrank  from  it  as 
men  do  from  the  final  confession  of  ruin  and 
disgrace.  Not  that  he  could  be  blamed  in 
this  wise ;  his  suit  had  been  renewed  in  all 
honesty,  but  he  knew  also  a  proud  girl  like 
Mary  Lydney  might  say  she  would  incur  no 
risk    of   further    mistakes — and   who   could 
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blame  her  ?  He  soothed  himself  with  the 
idea  that  as  soon  as  he  knew  anything  definite 
he  would  carry  such  news  as  it  might  be 
personally  to  Exmouth.  Yes,  he  should  owe 
Mr.  Lydney  such  explanation  of  ]iis  conduct, 
at  least ;  while  as  for  Mary,  whether  another 
interview  should  take  place  between  them 
must  be  left  to  circumstances  and  her  own 
w^ish. 

The  search  for  hidden  treasure  has  ever 
had  a  strong  attraction,  and  to  a  man  of 
Mr.  Tootell's  temperament  it  was  irresistible ; 
the  more  he  brooded  over  the  fact,  the  more 
he  became  convinced  that  there  were  some 
valuables  concealed  in  that  other  pair  of 
tables.  What  he  expected  to  find  he  would 
have  been  puzzled  to  say,  but  would  pro- 
bably have  vaguely  defined  it  as  '  valuables.' 
Thinking  it  over,  day  after  day,  Tootell  had 
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determined  that  he  must  have  those  tables  ; 
he  was  a  careful  man,  and  not  given  to  throw 
his  money  about,  but  still  he  could  afford 
to  indulge  his  whim,  and  even  if  his  quest 
should  be  unrequited  there  would  be  no 
great  harm  done.  The  first  thing  was  to 
ascertain  whether  the  tables  were  still  in  the 
banker's  possession,  and  for  this  purpose  he 
once  more  sought  his  old  friend  Abrams. 
That  worthy  told  him  he  believed  so.  '  There 
is  not  much  buying  or  selhng  goes  on  in 
my  line  without  my  being  present,  and  I 
can  only  say  Tve  never  seen  those  tables 
put  up  since  Mr.  Lydney  bought  'em.' 

Tootell  was  rather  puzzled  at  this.  He 
stood  in  considerable  awe  of  the  banker,  and 
was  quite  aware  that  Mr.  Lydney  was  re- 
ported to  be  considerably  soured  by  his 
misfortunes,  and  that  to  make  him  an  offer 
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for  part  of  his  furniture  might  simply  result 
in  a  wrathful  explosion  on  Mr.  Lydney's 
part.  He  thought  it  would  be  better  to 
approach  him  through  his  daughter,  and 
resolved  to  take  the  earliest  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  Miss  Lydney  on  the  subject. 
But  Mr.  Abrams  was  deterred  by  no  such 
scruples.  Nothing  stopped  him  in  the  way 
of  business,  and  as  everything  he  possessed 
was  for  sale  at  a  price,  it  never  occurred 
to  him  that  anybody  should  regard  their 
property  in  a  different  light.  It  was  all  a 
mere  question  of  money.  He  accordingly 
called  upon  the  banker,  and  having  contrived 
to  get  in,  that  explosion  which  Mr.  Tootell 
so  deprecated  speedily  took  place.  Mr. 
Lydney  was  furious  ;  he  blazed  out,  and 
exclaimed  that,  althoufjh  he  mic^ht  have  lost 
a  good  bit  of  money,  he  was  not  so  reduced 
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as  to  sell  his  chairs  and  tables  to  the  first 
pettifogging  huckster  that  came  along,  and 
asked  Mr.  Abrams  how  he  dared  to  come 
and  make  such  an  offer  to  him.  As  for 
the  broker,  he  kept  his  temper,  muttering 
something  about  having  a  customer  who  had 
a  weakness  for  such  things,  and  then  bowed 
himself  out  as  quickly  as  he  could.  He  had 
no  idea  of  hidden  treasure  in  connection  with 
the  tables,  but  was  haunted  by  the  idea  that 
they  really  were  more  valuable  than  he  had 
supposed  them  to  be,  and  that  even  were 
it  otherwise  he  could  always  dispose  of  them 
profitably  to  Tootell. 

When  Mary,  attracted  by  the  high  tones 
of  her  father's  voice,  entered  the  room  she 
found  Mr.  Lydney  in  a  state  of  great  excite- 
ment. 

'  We   have   fallen   so   low  that   the  very 
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tradespeople  look  upon  it  we  shall  be  only 
too  glad  to  turn  anything  on  the  premises 
into  money.'  And  then  the  banker  told  her 
all  about  Mr.  Abrams'  insulting  offer,  as  he 
was  pleased  to  term  it,  and  finally  abruptly 
inquired  what  had  become  of  the  tables. 
She  told  him  how  most  of  them  had  been 
sold,  but  that  there  were  one  or  two 
still  left  in  the  upper  rooms ;  but  he  was 
so  excited  that  she  did  not  tell  him  that 
two  of  them  stood  in  her  own  boudoir,  a 
room  which  her  father  seldom  entered.  The 
doctor  had  cautioned  her  always  to  dis- 
courage his  talking  over  the  events  just 
preceding  his  mental  attack,  and  she  vainly 
endeavoured  to  change  the  subject  ;  but  the 
banker  was  thoroughly  launched  upon  the 
theme  now,  and  for  the  first  time  he  told 
her    of  the  mysterious    message   which   had 
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been  sent  him,  and  which  had  caused  him  to 
buy  up  the  tables  at  the  Dragon  sale  in 
such  wholesale  fashion.  Then  he  told  her  how 
he  had  started  off  to  identify,  as  he  believed, 
the  dead  man  who  had  sent  him  this  messao-e 
as  that  relative  who  many  years  before  had 
abstracted  those  securities  from  the  bank, 
which  had  caused  his  ruin,  only  to  find  that 
t]ie  body  was  that  of  one  whom  he  had  never 
seen  before,  but  whom  the  London  police 
pronounced  to  be  a  notorious  burglar  of  the 
name  of  Creasey.  And  then  he  went  on, 
'  I  got  confused,  and  all  became  a  muddle  ; 
and  after  I  got  home  I  recollect  nothing  more 
till  I  found  myself  in  bed,  very  weak  and  ill.' 
'  I  believe  still,'  he  added  excitedly,  '  if  I 
hadn't  lost  my  head,  just  when  I  wanted  it,  I 
was  on  the  track  of  those  papers,  and  mio'ht 
have  found  them.' 
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Mary  soothed  him  as  best  she  could,  and 
strove  hard  to  change  the  subject,  but  in 
vain.  He  clung  to  it  with  a  pertinacity 
that  somewhat  alarmed  her ;  although  his 
mind  had  fairly  recovered  itself,  yet  he  felt 
the  failure  of  the  bank  severely,  and  she 
could  not  disguise  from  herself  that  he  was 
both  mentally  and  physically  weaker.  She 
had  been  much  interested  in  her  father's 
narrative,  but  became  uneasy  at  the  way 
he  still  dwelt  on  the  subject.  However, 
she  at  last  drew  him  to  talk  of  other  things, 
though  it  was  not  without  a  petulant  com- 
plaint that  '  there  was  no  use  in  telling 
her  anything,  she  never  attended  to  what 
he  said.' 

In  that  he  was  very  unjust  to  Mary.  She 
had  followed  his  narration  with  the  keenest 
interest,  and  was  impatient  to  get  back  to  her 
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own  room  and  think  it  all  out  by  herself. 
Had  she  not  been  afraid  of  doing  her  father 
harm,  she  would  gladly  have  questioned  him 
further  on  many  points,  and  she  did  firmly 
believe  that  he  was  right  when  he  said  that 
he  had  had  the  clue,  although  he  had  failed 
to  follow  it  up.  Tlie  whole  story  was  strange, 
but  surely  this  dying  robber  could  never  have 
sent  her  father  such  a  message  without  some 
grounds.  What  object  could  he  have  had 
except  to  make  restitution  of  property  that 
had  fallen  into  his  hands,  but  which  he  had 
never  been  able  to  realise  ?  Her  father  had 
given  her  to  understand  that  the  dead  man 
was  unmistakably  not  the  perpetrator  of  the 
theft ;  how  then  had  he  become  aware  of 
where  these  papers  were  deposited,  and  why 
had  such  a  singular  place  as  a  table  in  the 
ballroom  of  the  old  Dragon  been  selected  P 
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There  were  scores  of  questions  on  these  points 
that  she  would  have  hked  to  put  to  her  father, 
but  that  was  impossible.  Who  was  that 
wretclied  relative  who  had  abstracted  these 
papers?  In  the  first  place,  had  they  been 
stolen  from  him  ?  How  had  he  parted  with 
them  ?  He  was  probably  still  alive,  and 
could  he  be  but  found  miglit  give  them  some 
clue  to  the  discovery  of  the  missing  securities. 
Slie  would  have  liked  much  to  read  herself 
that  message  her  father  had  had  sent  him 
from  Ditchford.  But  she  was  afraid  to 
ask  for  that,  though  she  had  little  doubt  that 
it  had  not  been  destroyed.  Distracted  by  her 
thouo"hts,  she  resolved  to  take  a  turn  on  the 
sea  wall.  The  tide  was  coming  in,  and  the 
soft  summer  sun  as  it  shone  down  upon  Star 
Cross  and  the  Warren  bathed  the  mouth  of 
the  Exe  in  a  golden  glory.     It  braced  up  her 
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nerves,  and  Mary  determined  resolutely  that 
those  papers  should  be  found,  her  father's 
name  cleared,  and  that  it  was  her  business  to 
do  it. 

Hardly  had  she  come  to  this  resolution 
when  she  encountered  Mr.  Tootell.  That 
gentleman  raised  his  hat  in  his  usual  depre- 
catory fashion,  and  commenced  by  inquiring 
after  the  banker's  health.  Mary  replied  that 
her  father  was  much  as  usual,  and  then,  after 
a  few  incoherent  remarks  about  the  beauty 
of  the  day  and  the  splendour  of  the  summer 
generally,  Mr.  Tootell,  after  sundry  '  hems  ' 
and  'haws,'  notified  that  if  Miss  Lydney 
would  not  think  it  a  liberty  he  was  desirous 
of  touching  upon  a  little  matter  of  business. 
lie  was  a  connoisseur  of  old  tables,  more 
especially  those  old-fashioned  brass-inlaid 
walnut  tables  so  much  in  fashion  in  the  latter 
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part  of  the  last  century  ;  Mr.  Lydney  had 
bought  a  number  of  these  at  the  sale  of  the 
old  Dragon  Inn.  He  knew  that  he  had  dis- 
j^osed  of  some  of  them,  for  he  had  afterwards 
picked  them  up  himself.  He  didn't  want  to 
be  intrusive,  but  should  Mr.  Lydney  have  any 
more  to  dispose  of,  he  would  take  it  as  a  great 
favour  if  he  might  be  allowed  the  first  refusal 
of  them. 

'  My  father  has  not  the  slightest  intention 
of  disposing  of  any  of  his  furniture  at  pre- 
sent,' replied  Mary,  somewhat  haughtily;  '  but 
I  will  bear  your  request  in  mind  should  we 
ever  think  of  leaving  Exmouth,'  and  with  a 
stately  inclination  of  her  head  Miss  Lydney 
left  that  garrulous  table  collector  to  his  own 
reflections. 

'  Singular,'  she  thought ;  '  what  can  it 
mean  ? — first  Abrams,  then  Mr.  Tootell.  What 
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is  there  about  these  tables  that  makes  these 
men  desirous  of  possessing  tliem  ?  They  can 
have  no  dream  that  missing  securities  can 
possibly  be  discovered  therein,  or  even  valu- 
ables of  any  description.  Pretty  old  tables, 
certainly,  or  I'd  not  have  kept  the  pair 
I  have.  As  for  their  being  worth  money 
in  the  curio  way,  I  most  certainly  do  not 
believe  that.  Still,  after  my  father's  strange 
story,  it's  odd  that  two  men  should  have  been 
tryiug  to  buy  those  tables  to  day.'  And, 
though  better  for  her  walk,  Mary  Lydney 
went  home  more  puzzled  than  ever. 


D  2 
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CHAPTEE  XXXV 

MR.    DICKINSON    SEES    HIS    WAY 

John  Dickinson,  inquiry  agent,  to  whom  Mr. 
Kirk  had  committed  the  tracing  of  Lady 
Hallaton,  was  a  fair  average  sample  of  his 
class.  If  he  had  not  that  supernatural  astute- 
ness that  distinguishes  the  detectives  of  Gabo- 
rlau  or  the  heroes  of  Edgar  Poe,  he  was  still 
a  very  capable  man,  who,  from  constant  prac- 
tice in  his  vocation,  had  acquired  the  indis- 
pensable faculty  of  closely  observing  both 
what  he  saw  and  heard.  The  lawyer  had  sent 
him  to  Shillingford  to  start  with,  and  he 
himself  deemed  that  was  the  best  place  in 
which  to  commence  his  inquiries  ;  but  he  very 
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soon  came  to  the  conclusion  tliat  there  was 
nothing  further  to  be  learnt  there  ;  that  Lady 
Hallaton,  for  some  mysterious  reasons  of  her 
own,  had  for  a  brief  period  stayed  at  Shil- 
lingford  there  was  no  doubt,  and  that  during 
her  stay  there  a  Mrs.  Melrose  had  died  was 
also  clear ;  that  she  returned  again  to  Shil- 
lingford  and  endeavoured  to  prove  to  Sir 
Frederick's  lawyers  that  she  w^as  dead  was 
also  certain ;  and  that  when  she  left  the  place 
the  second  time  she  had  assumed  the  dead 
woman's  name  Mr.  Dickinson  had  no  doubt. 
As  for  why  she  had  done  it,  that  the  detective 
troubled  his  head  little  about.  He  had  seen 
too  much  of  the  seamy  side  of  life,  had  been 
engaged  in  too  many  shady  cases,  not  to  be 
able  to  picture  plenty  of  reasons  for  a  woman 
being  desirous,  if  possible,  of  concealing  her 
personahty.     It    did    not   require    any   great 
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intelligence  to  know  that  to  find  Lady  Hal- 
laton  he  must  discover  Mrs.  Melrose. 

John  Dickinson  was  pretty  confident  of  his 
own  abilities,  and  after  he  had  thought  the 
whole  thing  out  determined  that  the  great 
question  was  to  find  out  where  Mrs.  Hallaton 
went  in  the  first  instance,  and  that  he  felt 
sure  she  would  endeavour  to  conceal  ;  she 
would  not  dare  to  change  her  name  in  Shil- 
lingford,  but  wherever  she  went  from  thence 
slie  would  be  known  as  Mrs.  Melrose.  Once 
let  him  come  upon  her  under  that  name  and 
the  riddle  was  solved  ;  to  trace  her  he  con- 
sidered would  be  easy.  It  might  take  some 
time  ;  it  was  possible  she  might  change  her 
name  again.  In  his  experience  he  had  met 
with  ladies  of  doubtful  honesty  and  reputation 
who  seemed  to  find  change  of  air  and  change 
of  name  essential  to  their  well-beincf.     As  he 
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had  anticipated,  nobody  could  remember  in 
the  least  where  Mrs.  Hallaton  had  gone  to 
upon  leaving.  It  was  close  upon  two  years 
since  she  had  been  there,  and  people  did  not 
recollect  very  much  about  her.  Even  the 
flyman,  when  discovered  through  the  medium 
of  her  landlady,  did  not  clearly  remember 
taking  her  and  her  boxes  to  the  station  ;  but 
he  certainly  knew  no  more  than  that.  Dick- 
inson was  puzzled  ;  even  Mrs.  Hallaton's  late 
landlady  could  furnish  no  information  about 
her  old  lodger.  No,  she  was  a  real  lady,  kept 
herself  very  much  to  herself.  She  never  had 
a  letter  the  w^hole  time  she  w^as  there.  She 
was  quite  sure  of  that,  because  it  struck  her 
as  remarkable  such  a  handsome  young  woman 
should  have  no  friends  to  write  to  her.  She 
left  no  address  on  leaving,  nor  did  she  men- 
tion where  she  was  going.     She  passed  her 
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time  principally  in  reading.  She  went  over 
to  Canmouth  once  or  twice.  Except  that,  she 
never  went  out  of  Shillingford.  '  Canmouth  ? 
Ah,  why  shouldn't  he  try  that  ? '  He  had 
failed  to  gather  any  tidings  here  ;  it  might  be 
he  would  have  better  luck  at  Canmouth.  As 
for  her  not  receiving  any  letters,  Dickinson 
was  aware  that  Mrs.  Hallaton  had  her  limited 
correspondence  addressed  to  the  Post  Office  ; 
and  a  woman  who  would  take  that  precaution 
was  hardly  likely  to  leave  her  letters  about. 
Dickinson  was  off  the  very  next  day  to  Can- 
mouth, and  here  accident  put  the  end  of  the 
clue  into  his  hand  without  his  being  in  the 
first  instance  aware  of  it.  He  had  gone  into 
a  stationer's  shop  to  purchase  some  note- 
paper,  and  while  he  was  being  served  he 
chanced  to  look  over  a  small  tray  of  photo- 
graphs which  was  lying  on  the  counter. 


MR.   DICKINSON  SEES  HIS    WAY  41 

'  Singularly  handsome  woman,  sir,'  said  the 
shopman,  alluding  to  the  one  his  customer 
was  holding  ;  '  quite  a  romance  that ;  it  was 
just  before  I  came  here,  but  it  made  a  great 
sensation  in  Canmouth.  A  young  woman 
came  here  as  housekeeper  to  Sir  William 
"Wrensley,  and  within  two  or  three  months  he 
married  her.  Now  they  tell  me  she  is  a  great 
beauty,  and  one  of  the  most  fashionable 
women  in  town.' 

'  Quite  right,  she  is,'  replied  Dickinson  ;  '  I 
wonder  what  her  name  w^as.' 

'  I  have  heard,  but  I  forget,'  replied  the 
shopman  ;  '  but  I've  no  doubt  there  are  plenty 
of  people  here  who  could  tell  you.' 

Dickinson  walked  out  of  the  shop,  think- 
ing it  was  something  to  have  acquired  a  little 
bit  of  information  about  the  fashionable  Lady 
Wrensley.     Knowledge  of  this  kind  at  times 
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turned  out  useful.  Still  he  did  not  in  the 
least  connect  this  story  with  Lady  Hallaton. 
He  had  no  photograph  of  her,  nor  had  he 
ever  seen  her.  So  that  in  the  first  instance 
it  did  not  strike  him  that  the  Canmouth  ro- 
mance had  anything  to  do  with  the  affair  he 
had  in  hand.  In  the  beginning  his  inquiries 
after  Mrs.  Melrose  were  unsuccessful.  Sarah 
had  maintained  her  rank  of  lady  housekeeper 
jealously,  and  had  declined  to  be  on  chatty 
terms  with  the  tradespeople.  Many  of  them 
indeed  only  knew  her  as  Sir  William's  new 
housekeeper,  and  had  no  idea  what  her  name 
was,  and  although  everybody  recollected  the 
marriage,  and  all  the  particulars  about  it,  the 
name  of  the  bride  had  escaped  their  recollec- 
tion. Even  amongst  our  friends  and  acquaint- 
ances we  should  be  often  puzzled  to  tell  the 
maiden  names  of  their  wives,  and  therefore  it 
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was  small  wonder  that  Sarali's  name  should 
have  melted  out  of  the  memories  of  Can- 
mouth — although  that  she  had  been  Sir 
William's  housekeeper  was  indelibly  impressed 
on  them. 

But  when  Dickinson  came  to  put  things 
together,  it  flashed  across  him  that  here, 
perhaps,  was  the  elucidation  of  the  problem. 
He  had  so  far  troubled  himself  little  about 
what  had  induced  ]\Irs.  Hallaton  to  change 
her  name.  Xow,  as  he  thought  over  the 
whole  case,  it  flashed  across  him.  Here  was 
the  temptation — an  ambitious  woman  who  had 
quarrelled  with  her  husband,  a  poor  man, 
who  had  to  seek  his  fortune  in  the  East,  had 
somehow  discovered  that  the  chance  of 
marrying  the  well-to-do  Sir  William  Wrensley 
lay  within  her  grasp  ;  that,  under  those  cir- 
cumstances, she  would  wish   to  destroy   her 
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personality  was  easy  to  understand.  But 
what  did  puzzle  him  was  why  she  should 
prefer  to  be  Lady  Wrensley  instead  of  Lady 
Hallaton.  Surely  she  must  have  known  that, 
poor  though  her  husband  might  be,  he  was 
heir  to  his  uncle's  title  and  fortune ;  and 
though  he  was  not  quite  certain  about  it,  he 
was  under  the  impression  that  Sir  Frederick 
must  have  come  into  the  title  and  property 
before  his  wife  married  Sir  William  Wrensley. 
It  was  absurd  to  suppose  this  news  had  not 
reached  Lady  Hallaton's  ears  ;  there  had  pro- 
bably been  a  paragraph  about  it  in  half  the 
London  papers.  The  quarrel  between  them 
must  have  been  bitter  indeed  that  could  have 
led  Lady  Hallaton  to  endeavour  to  throw  the 
past  behind  her,  marry  another  man,  enter 
the  London  world,  and  run  the  extraordinary 
risk   of  exposure  she  was  incurring.     No,  it 
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was  impossible.  Lady  Wrensley  and  Lady 
Hallaton  could  not  be  the  same  woman. 
However,  his  business  was  to  find  Mrs.  Mel- 
rose, and  he  had  very  far  from  worked  out 
Canmouth  as  yet.  Steadily  pushing  his  in- 
quiries, sometimes  only  to  find  blank  denial 
of  any  such  person  ever  having  been  in  Can- 
mouth,  Dickinson  ever  and  anon  came  across 
somebody  who,  after  grave  cogitation,  de- 
cided that  Sir  William  Wrensley 's  housekeeper 
must  be  the  person  he  was  inquiring  after  ; 
she  or  he  only  knowing  that  Montrose,  or 
Eosemont,  or  some  such  name,  had  been 
the  name  of  that  woman ;  '  what  a  rise  it 
had  been  for  her — she,  who  had  come  here 
as  a  mere  housekeeper,  was  now  a  great 
lady  in  London.'  These  misty  memories  in- 
clined Dickinson  to  the  idea  that  if  he  could 
but  get  at  somebody  with  definite  knowledge 
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about  Lady  Wrensley  in  the  housekeeper 
sta<ze  of  her  existence,  a  talk  with  them  would 
amply  repay  him  ;  and  after  sundry  inquiries 
in  various  directions  he  was  told  that  a  Mrs. 
Thomson,  Sir  William's  previous  housekeeper, 
could  perhaps  tell  him  as  much  as  anybody 
about  her  successor. 

'  She  was  a  little  sore,  you  see,  he !  he  ! ' 
chuckled  the  grocer  of  whom  he  obtained  this 
information,  '  about  being  turned  out.  She 
had  ruled  old  Miss  Wrensley  all  lier  life,  and 
she  reckoned  upon  doing  the  same  with  Sir 
William  pretty  w^ell  as  long  as  she  lived. 
Looked  after  her  pickings,  too,  the  old  woman 
did,  and  took  care  pretty  stiff  discount  went 
into  her  pockets  in  all  the  dealings  she  had 
with  me.  Spiteful  to  this  lady  who  suc- 
ceeded her  was  no  name  for  it — and  'pon  my 
word,  sir,  I  should  never  have  been  astonished 
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to  hear  she  had  slipped  poison  into  her  Cad- 
bury.  She'll  recollect  her  name,  never  fear, 
and  tell  you  all  about  her  ;  yes,  all  about  her, 
but  from  her  own  point  of  view,  mind,'  and 
the  communicative  grocer  laid  his  forefinger 
on  his  nose,  and  indulged  in  a  confidential 
wink. 

'  Nice  old  lady,  sir,  Mrs.  Tliomson,  all  the 
same — has  her  prejudices  like  the  rest  of  us. 
A  grasping  woman  in  the  matter  of  discount, 
no  doubt.  Still,  after  ruling  the  roast  all  your 
life,  it  ain't  pleasant  to  be  turned  adrift  be- 
cause your  cookery  ain't  hot  enough  to  suit 
an  old  Indian's  inside.' 

M]\  Dickinson  gravely  thanked  his  in- 
formant, and  proceeded  without  delay  to 
inquire  the  address  of  Mrs,  Thomson.  As  a 
resident  in  Canmouth,  that  took  him  but  a 
short  time  to  obtain,  and  then,  with  the  feelincp 
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of  being  on  the  right  track,  he  set  forth  to 
see  what  he  could  get  out  of  her. 

Mrs.  Thomson  resided  in  Auckland  Ter- 
race, a  row  of  small  houses  at  the  back  of  the 
town.  Having  found  the  number,  the  detec- 
tive knocked  at  the  door,  and  inquired  of  the 
drab  of  a  girl  who  answered  it  wliether  Mrs. 
Thomson  was  at  home.  The  answer  was  in 
the  affirmative,  and  he  was  ushered  into  a 
cosy-looking  parlour  to  await  that  lady's 
leisure.  Two  or  three  minutes  and  Mrs. 
Thomson  made  her  appearance ;  a  grave, 
o-aunt  woman,  with  iron-grey  hair  and  keen 
black  eyes,  who  seated  herself  with  much 
composure,  and  inquired  somewhat  stiffly 
what  her  visitor's  business  might  be. 

'I  am  told,'  said  Dickinson,  'that  you 
were  at  the  head  of  Sir  William  Wrensley's 
household  up  to  the  time  of  his  marriage.' 
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'  Then  you've  been  told  wrong,'  replied  the 
lady,  '  for  I  left  him  some  weeks  before  he 
made  a  fool  of  himself.  Perhaps  you  will 
come  to  tlie  point  at  once,  and  say  what  it  is 
you  want.' 

'I  want  to  ask  you  a  few  questions  about 
Lady  Wrensley,'  replied  the  detective. 

•  Drat  it,'  replied  the  ex-liousekeeper, 
tartly,  '  I  thought  you  were  missions,  or 
chapels,  or  something  or  other,  wanting 
money.  They  are  always  at  me  to  subscribe 
to  this,  tliat,  and  the  other.  I  wonder  how 
much  tliey  suppose  Sir  William  allows  me.' 

'  My  dear  madam,'  repHed  Dickinson,  '  I 
assure  you  I  only  want  a  little  information 
about  Lady  Wrensley.' 

'  The  minx  !  It's  my  belief  she  only  came 
til  ere  to  marry  Sir  WilUam.  He  didn't  know 
what  to  be  at,  and  was  always  fancying  him- 

VOL.    III.  E 
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self  ill,  and  found  fault  witli  good  wholesome 
English  cooking  ;  then  he  got  this  craze  about 
lady-housekeepers.  Ladies,  indeed  I  I'd  lady 
'em.  Why,  the  minute  I'd  set  eyes  on  this 
Mrs.  Melrose  I  knew  what  would  be  the  end  of 
it.  A  good-looking  hussy  like  that,  and  sly 
as  a  fox.  She  queened  it  in  rare  style  as 
soon  as  she  got  me  out  of  the  house  ;  and  as 
for  Sir  William,  why  she  could  turn  him 
round  her  little  finger.' 

'  Mrs.  Melrose,  that  was  her  name,  wasn't 
it  ? '  said  Dickinson,  as  soon  as  he  could  get 
in  a  word. 

'  Yes,  Susan  Melrose.  I  suppose  she  was 
liandsome.  At  all  events,  the  young  men  in 
Canmouth  said  she  was.  I  never  saw  much 
in  her  ;  she  was  not  my  style.' 

'  You  saw  her  married,  I  suppose  ? ' 

'  No,  I  did   not.     They  were   married   in 
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London.     But  I  know  quite  as  much  about  it 
as  anybody  in  the  place.' 

'  You  didn't  hke  Mrs.  Melrose  ?  '  said  the 
detective. 

'  Xo ;  why  should  I  .^  She  came  in  and 
took  my  place,  and  then  wheedled  my  master 
into  marrying  her.  Old  fool!  the  idea  that 
he  could  be  a  match  for  a  young  woman  like 
that.  Why,  she  was  sure  to  marry  him,  and 
she  did.' 

*I  daresay  you've  seen  the  photographs  of 
Lady  Wrensley  about  Canmouth.' 

The  housekeeper  nodded, 

'  And  you  recognise  them  as  pictures  of 
Mrs.  Melrose?' 

'  Certainly.     Why,  who  else  should    they 

be.^     Haven't  I  been   telling    you    all  along 

that  Mrs.  Melrose  and  Lady  Wrensley  are  the 

same  woman  P ' 
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'  Ah  !  true,'  said  Dickinson,  carelessly.  '  I 
wanted  a  little  information  as  to  who  Mrs. 
Melrose  was.' 

'  What  is  it  ?  What  has  she  been  doing  ?  ' 
asked  the  grim  old  woman,  eagerly.  'Is  it 
anything  bad  ?  I  can  tell  you  more  than 
any  one  here  about  her.  I  not  only  knew  her 
as  Susan  Melrose,  but  I  know  what  her  name 
was  before  that — or,  at  all  events,  what  she 
chose  to  call  herself 

'Ah  !  What  was  that?  '  asked- Dickinson 
somewhat  eagerly  in  his  turn. 

'  She  had  parcels  addressed  to  her  as  Miss 
Mercer,'  rejoined  the  housekeeper. 

'  Mercer,'  said  Dickinson  slowly,  for  he 
was  not  aware  of  what  had  been  Lady  Halla- 
ton's  maiden  name.  But  he  rose,  and  after 
thanking  Mrs.  Thomson  for  the  information 
she  had  given  him,  assured  that  lady,  to  her 
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intense  disgust,  that  it  was  only  for  the 
purpose  of  proving  Lady  Wrensley's  claim  to 
a  small  legacy  that  had  fallen  to  her,  and 
then  walked  out  of  the  house,  pretty  clear  in 
his  own  mind  that  he  had  a  neat  case  of 
bigamy  against  Lady  Hallaton. 
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So  satisfied  was  Dickinson  with  the  result  of 
his  inquiries  that  he  determined  to  pursue 
them  no  further.  Having  noted  down  Mrs. 
Thomson's  address,  and  the  dates,  or  there- 
abouts, of  Mrs.  Melrose's  first  appearance 
at  Canmouth  as  Sir  Wilham's  housekeeper, 
and  secondly  that  of  her  marriage — on  both 
of  which  points  Mrs.  Thomson's  memory,  if 
not  precise  to  a  day,  was  pretty  accurate — he 
departed  for  town,  two  trifling  links  want- 
ing to  complete  his  chain  of  evidence — the 
identification  of  Lady  Wrensley's  photograph 
with  Lady  Hallaton,  and   the   knowledge  of 
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tlie  maiden  name  of  Sir  Frederick's  wife. 
Both  of  tliese  the  baronet  could  of  course 
furnish.  As  far  as  the  detective  went  the 
case  was  complete,  and,  as  he  complacently 
assured  himself,  most  satisfactory. 

On  arrival  in  town  he  carried  his  story  to 
Mr.  Kirk,  and  the  old  lawyer  listened  to  it 
with  no  little  interest.  '  No  more  to  be  done, 
Mr.  Dickinson,'  he  observed  quietly,  when  the 
latter  had  finished.  '  The  investigation  does 
you  every  credit,  and  I  shall  have  the  pleasure 
of  handing  you  a  handsome  cheque  for  your 
services.  For  the  present  you  will  be  good 
enough  to  keep  5'our  lips  closed.  We  shall 
no  doubt  want  all  the  evidence  you  have 
collected,  but  I  must,  of  course,  consult  my 
client  first.  I  think  it's  the  most  audacious 
thing  I  ever  heard  of  in  all  my  experience.' 

'  The   extraordinary  thing    about    it,  sir,' 
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replied  the  detective,  '  is  that  Lady  HaUaton 
should  be  in  utter  ignorance  of  her  husband 
having  succeeded  to  the  title  and  property — 
and  slie  must  have  been  a  woman  of  that 
stamp,  Mr.  Kirk,  as  knows  nothing  of  such 
weaknesses  as  love  or  passion.  They  crave 
for  wealth,  dress,  and  position.  All  this  she 
virtually  had,  and  therefore  I  feel  sure  that 
she  could  not  liave  been  aware  of  it,  or  she 
never  would  have  committed  herself  so  madly 
as  she  has  done.' 

'  Ah ! '  said  the  lawyer,  with  the  calm 
voice  of  a  man  eno'aCTed  in  a  curious  and 
analytical  discussion,  '  3'ou  have  encountei'ed 
this  type  before?  ' 

'  Yes,  sir,'  replied  the  detective  ;  '  calcu- 
lating, clever  women,  all  of  them.  They 
never  lose  their  heads,  but  they  make  mis- 
takes.    We   all  do,  for  the  matter  of  that ; 
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only  when  you  are  travelliag  the  shady  side 
of  the  law  a  mistake  is  apt  to  be  fatal.' 

'  Just  so,'  replied  Mr.  Kirk  ;  '  and  when 
her  lad3^ship  knows  we  are  in  possession  of  all 
the  facts,  she  will  no  doubt  see  the  game  is 
up,  and  give  us  no  further  trouble,  but  will 
simply  accede  to  any  terms  Sir  Frederick 
may  propose.  Good  morning,  Mr.  Dickin- 
son.' 

'  Can't  do  anything  else,'  replied  the  de- 
tective. '  Clever  woman,  no  doubt  ;  but  she 
can't  face  a  tiling  like  this :  the  idea  is  ridicu- 
lous.' And  with  that  Mr.  Dickinson  took  liis 
departure. 

'Brass  it  out,'  muttered  the  detective  as 
he  descended  the  staircase.  '  Yes,  it's  won- 
derful how  they  will  if  they're  brought  to 
bay.  Still,  it  ain't  likely  Sir  Frederick  wants 
to  be  hard  on  her.     He  wants  to  aet  rid  of 
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her,  no  doubt ;  that's  about  what  lie  wants, 
and  he  can't  have  much  trouble  about  that.' 

The  old  lawyer  sat  for  some  time  thinkmg 
over  the  case.  There  could  be  no  doubt 
about  it,  and  naturally  Sir  Frederick  would 
at  once  take  steps  to  free  himself  from  his 
wife  ;  and  about  this  it  was  impossible  to 
avoid  some  publicity.  The  law  only  could 
sever  the  bonds  that  the  Church  had  tied ; 
and,  now  he  came  to  think  of  it,  Mr.  Kirk 
wondered  where  the  marriage  ceremony  had 
taken  place  between  the  two.  He  had  no 
thoue^ht  of  the  worthless  woman,  and  the 
consequences  that  must  ensue  to  her  from 
the  exposure,  but  he  did  pity  the  two  men 
whom  she  had  wronged.  Sir  William  was, 
perhaps,  the  most  to  be  commiserated,  as  it 
was  as  Lady  Wrensley  that  the  culprit  had 
flaunted  in  fashionable  society.    Some  scandal 
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there  must  be,  but  the  less  the  better;  and, 
as  far  as  the  legal  proceedings  necessary  were 
concerned,  they  would  fortunately  be  of  the 
briefest. 

It  was  the  middle  of  September,  and  Sir 
William  Wrensley  was  getting  tired  of  the 
German  baths  at  which  they  were  staying, 
and  strongly  urged  upon  his  wife  the  advisa- 
bility of  their  returning  to  London.  He 
longed,  for  his  clubs  and  the  society  of  his 
old  friends,  and  pointed  out  that  people  were 
driftino'  back  to  town  ;  and,  if  not  so  full  as 
in  tlie  season,  j'et  there  were  always  plenty 
of  people  in  London  by  the  beginning  of 
October.  Sarah,  too,  had  quite  recovered  all 
her  audacity,  which  the  unexpected  return  of 
Hallaton  had  somewhat  disturbed.  She  clung 
to  the  social  success  she  had  attained,  and 
determined  she  would  not  reUnquish  it  witli- 
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out  a  strus^grje.  She  told  Sir  William  she  was 
feeling  much  better,  and  should  be  quite 
ready  to  return  in  another  week  or  two  ;  and 
in  the  meantime  racked  her  brains  as  to  how 
she  was  to  keep  her  place  in  the  London 
world,  and  yet  avoid  the  risk  of  meeting  her 
husband. 

She  was  sitting  idly  one  morning,  pre- 
tending to  read  an  English  newspaper,  but  in 
reality  turning  over  in  her  mind  this  per- 
plexing question.  If  she  could  only  find  out 
what  Sir  Frederick  was  doing— what  was  his 
manner  of  life,  where  he  was  at  this  particular 
time ;  he  might  be  shooting  or  fishing,  in  the 
country,  in  Scotland.  Suddenly  some  four  or 
five  advertisements,  headed  '  Detective  Ofiices,' 
'  Detective  Agencies,'  &c.,  caught  her  eye. 
The  very  thing  she  wanted.  How  stupid  of 
her  not  to  think  of  it  before  !     She  would 
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employ  one  of  these  men  as  soon  as  she  o-ot 
back.  He  would  surely  be  able  to  find  out 
whether  her  husband  was  in  town,  and  all 
about  his  mode  of  life.  She  would  know 
where  she  was  then,  could  calculate  what 
risk  she  ran,  and  how  best  to  minimise  it ; 
and  if,  in  her  judgment,  it  should  prove  more 
than  she  dared  run,  then  she  must  once  more 
plead  ill-health,  and  persuade  her  complacent 
medical  adviser  to  order  her  abroad  for  the 
winter.  '  Detective  agency,  John  Dickinson  ; 
prompt,  secret,  and  reliable ;  Arundel  Street, 
Strand.'  Yes,  that  would  do.  As  soon  as 
ever  she  got  back  she  would  call  upon  Mr. 
Dickinson,  who  no  doubt  would  undertake  to 
do  what  she  wanted  when  he  was  informed 
that  he  would  be  well  paid  for  it.  From  that 
day,  to  Sir  William's  great  delight,  her  lady- 
ship  seemed   as  anxious   to  get  home  as  he 
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was,  and  something  like  a  week  saw  them 
once  more  estabhshed  in  their  old  honse  in 
Tyburnia. 

Sarah  had  a  natural  genius  for  intrigue, 
but,  as  Mr.  Dickinson  had  said,  clever  women 
of  her  type  do  make  mistakes.  She  had 
made  a  grave  mistake,  in  the  first  instance,  in 
not  seeking  a  little  information  concerning 
her  husband  before  her  bigamous  marriage. 
One  line  to  Mr.  Kirk  would  have  informed 
her  of  the  change  that  had  taken  place  in  Sir 
Frederick's  fortunes,  and  that  he  (Mr.  Kirk) 
was  now  empowered  to  pay  her  a  veiy 
handsome  allowance  instead  of  the  humble 
pittance  which  had  so  far  been  her  lot.  She 
was  now  making  another  in  placing  herself 
in  the  hands  of  Mr.  John  Dickinson.  She 
had  written  him  a  note  on  perfectly  plain 
paper,  making  an  appointment  with  him,  but 
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she  had  given  no  address,  and  therefore  could 
receive  no  reply  to  her  letter.  However,  a 
little  after  the  appointed  time  she  sallied 
forth,  plainly  dressed,  and,  having  walked  as 
far  as  the  Marble  Arch,  hailed  a  hansom,  and 
drove  quickly  to  her  destination.  On  arrival 
in  Arundel  Street  she  was  shown  into  a 
plainly  furnished  room,  looking  something 
like  the  outer  chamber  of  a  la^v}^er's  office. 
There  a  clerk  requested  her  to  take  a  chair, 
and  said  Mr.  Dickinson  would  see  her  in  a 
few  minutes.  The  lad  made  no  attempt  to 
ask  her  name,  Mr.  Dickinson's  clients  beino- 
reticent  on  that  point  for  the  most  part.  She 
was  shortly  shown  into  the  inner  sanctuary, 
and,  though  it  took  a  good  deal  to  surprise 
Mr.  Dickinson,  he  afterwards  described  it  to 
one  of  his  intimates  as  '  the  rummiest  start 
ever  I  saw      He  recognised  her  at  once.     He, 
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of  course,  knew  Lady  Wrensley  by  sight,  as 
did  a  great  many  other  Londoners  ;  and,  if 
he  liad  been  asked  the  last  person  whom  he 
expected  to  see  in  his  office,  he  might  have 
named  her. 

He  handed  her  a  chair.  '  You  wish  to 
consult  me,  madam,  on  private  bushiess. 
This,  as  you  are  aware,  is  a  secret  inquiry 
office.* 

Sarah  bowed  assent. 

'  And  as,  in  my  opinion,  the  value  of  such 
an  office  depends  upon  its  transactions  being 
conducted  with  the  most  implicit  secrecy,  I 
need  scarcely  say  that  that  is  a  fundamental 
rule  with  me.' 

Sarah  looked  at  him  for  a  moment,  hesi- 
tating what  to  say.  She  did  not  want  to 
disclose  herself,  and  yet  fancied  that  this 
must  be  the  next  thing  required  of  her. 
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'Madam,'  continued  Mr.  Dickinson,  '  may 
I  ask  what  it  is  you  desire  to  inquire  into  ? 
Strict  secrecy,  as  I  have  already  said,  is  the 
maxim  of  my  estabhshment.  It  is  quite 
possible  that  you  may  desire  even  your  own 
name  to  remain  a  mystery  to  me.  Let  me 
know  Avhat  you  want,  and  that  may  be  quite 
possible.  I  have  no  wish  to  intrude  on  your 
confidence,  and  if  I  can  ascertain  what  you 
want  without  any  knowledge  of  yourself,  you 
shall  be  Madaai  X.,  Y.,  or  Z.  to  me,  if  you 
desire  it.' 

'  I  prefer  not  to  disclose  my  name,'  rephed 
Sarah.  '  I  wish  to  know  where  Sir  Frederick 
Hallaton  is,  Avhat  are  his  usual  habits,  what 
are  his  intentions — in  short,  everything  about 
him.' 

'  You  ask  a  good  deal,  madam,'  rephed 
Mr.  Dickinson,  with  a  slightly  sneering  smile. 

VOL.  III.  F 
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'  Where  Sir  Frederick  Hallaton  is,  and  what 
his  habits  are,  will  probably  not  be  difficult 
to  ascertain  ;  but  what  a  human  being's  inten- 
tions may  be,  I  tell  you  honestly,  is  beyond 
me  to  discover.  To  o-et  rid  of  his  wife, 
perhaps.  To  run  away  with  somebody  else's, 
perchance.' 

The  detective  looked  keenly  at  Lady 
Wrensley  as  he  fired  this  last  shot,  but  Sarah 
blanched  not  an  iota. 

'I  wish  what  I  tell  you,'  she  replied  im- 
periously. '  I  was  wrong  ;  his  intentions  are 
of  course  beyond  you,  but  his  whereabouts 
and  his  manner  of  life  you  should  be  easily 
able  to  ascertain.' 

'  Madam  is  probably  a  relation  of  Sir 
Frederick  Hallaton  ?  '  rejoined  Dickinson. 

'What  has  that  to  do  with  it?'  cried 
Sarah  fiercely.      '  Who  I  am  or  what  I  am 
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matters  nothing  to  you.  Tell  me  where  Sk 
Frederick  Hallaton  is,  and  what  are  his  usual 
habits  !  Secrecy  you  said  ;  secrecy  it  shall 
be  I  And,  so  far  as  you  are  concerned,  I  am 
Madam  X.  Do  you  understand  me  now, 
sir  ? ' 

'  Perfectly  well,'  replied  Mr.  Dickinson, 
suavely.  '  To  ascertain  what  you  wish  to 
know  about  Sir  Frederick  HaUaton  should  not 
be  difficult.  I  am,  of  course,  presuming  that 
he  is  well  known  about  town,  as  the  name  is 
unfamiliar  to  me.' 

After  delivering  himself  of  this  falsehood 
the  detective  paused  for  a  moment  to  see  its 
effect.  Xo  such  tortuous  trade  as  his  could 
be  conducted  with  veracity,  and,  thoroughly 
aware  of  the  pitfalls  that  he  in  wait  for  the 
story-teller,  no  more  practised  liar  than  Mr. 
John  Dickinson  was  perhaps  extant. 

Y  2 
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'He  has  just  returned  from  abroad,'  re- 
plied Lady  Wrensley  ;  '  he  has  lately  inherited 
his  uncle's  property  and  title,  and  arrived  in 
London  last  July.  Where  he  stayed  I  never 
knew,  and  where  he  is  now  I  have  no  idea. 
But  a  baronet  with  some  thousands  a  year 
is  surely  not  difficult  to  find  in  the  United 
Kingdom.' 

'  I  should  think  not,  madam.  Would  it 
be  impertinent  to  ask  from  what  point  of 
view  you  are  making  this  inquiry?  Have 
vou  a  claim  to  enforce  ?  Is  it  a'  question  of 
contested  property  ;  or  ' — and  here  Mr.  Dickin- 
son lowered  his  voice,  and  then  added  con- 
fidentially, '  is  there  another  lady  in  the 
case  ? ' 

It  was  a  perfect  piece  of  acting.  Nobody 
could  have  supposed  that  Mr.  Dickinson  was 
quite  aware  of  the  whole  case,  and  could  have 
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ascertained  Sir  Frederick's  whereabouts  in  a 
few  hours. 

'  It  matters  nothing  to  you,  sir.  I  prefer 
to  remain  unknown,  and  that  my  reasons 
should  be  so  also.  Do  what  I  tell  you,  or  say 
it  is  beyond  you,  and  I  will  obtain  the  assist- 
ance I  require  elsewhere.' 

'  I  will  do  what  you  want,'  rephed  Dickin- 
son, '  without  further  comment.'  It  was  evi- 
dent to  him  that  Lady  Wrensley  was  accus- 
tomed to  liave  her  own  way,  and  to  carry 
things  with  a  high  hand. 

'  You  will  excuse  me.  madam  ;  but  all  in- 
vestigations of  this  nature  are  attended  with 
more  or  less  expense,  and  therefore  I  must 
ask  you ' 

'  How  much  do  you  want  ? '  interposed 
Sarah,  impetuously.  '  Will  20/.  do  to  begin 
with  ? ' 
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'  Say  25/.,'  replied  the  detective. 

'  Here  it  is,'  she  rejoined,  as  she  took  the 
notes  from  her  purse.  '  Eemember,  time  is 
everything  to  me.  Yon  shall  have  as  much 
more  if  you  bring  me  the  information  within 
a  week  ; '  and  Sarah  rose  to  go. 

'  One  moment,  madam,'  said  Dickinson. 
'  You  forget  I  have  neither  your  name  nor 
address,  and  I  do  not  wish  to  put  you  to  the 
inconvenience  of  calling  here  until  I  have 
something  to  tell  you.  As  I  am,  therefore, 
unable  to  write  to  you,  I  must  communicate 
with  you  through  the  columns  of  the  Press. 
Will  you  choose  your  paper  and  initials, 
please  ? ' 

'  Ah,  I  had  forgotten,'  exclaimed  Sarah. 

'  Shall  we  say  the  second  column  of  the 
Times  ?  As  soon  as  I've  anything  to  tell 
you   I   will   insert    one   line   in    that   paper. 
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"  M.    X.    W.— Please    call."     Will   that    do, 
madam  ? ' 

'  Perfectly,'  replied  Sarah  ;  and  with  a 
slight  inclination  of  her  head  to  the  detective 
as  he  opened  the  door  for  her  she  passed  out. 

'  Well,  this  is  a  game,'  said  Mr.  Dickinson, 
as  he  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair.  '  I 
don't  wonder  at  her  getting  a  bit  anxious 
about  Sir  Frederick's  whereabouts.  If  she 
knew  all,  I  think  she  would  come  to  the  con- 
clusion that  it  really  didn't  much  matter — 
that  it  was  all  up,  and  the  best  thing  she 
could  do  would  be  to  pack  up  her  traps  and 
bolt.  I  think  in  a  few  days  I  will  give  her 
the  straight  tip,  and  she  can't  say  then  that  I 
haven't  honestly  earned  her  fifty  pounds.' 

People's  ideas  of  honesty  differ,  and  Mr. 
Dickinson's  profession  was  not  calculated  to 
foster  a  high  standard  of  morality.      It  was 
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not  quite  the  first  time  that  he  had  taken 
money  from  both  sides,  but  it  certainly  was 
the  only  occasion  in  which  husband  and  wife 
had  retained  his  services  against  each  other, 
although,  as  far  as  Sir  Frederick  was  con- 
cerned, the  detective  had  never  seen  him. 
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FACE   TO   FACE 

Sarah,  when  she  gained  the  street,  turned  up 
towards  Covent  Garden,  intending  to  take  a 
cab  thence  to  her  own  house.  As  she  reached 
the  market  she  suddenly  found  herself  face  to 
face  with  her  brother.  Lady  Wrensley — to 
keep  her  fraudulently-obtained  designation — 
started.  She  most  assuredly  did  not  wish  to 
meet  Sam.  She  was  not  afraid  of  his  betray- 
ing her,  but  he  could  be  no  assistance  to  her. 
Such  as  her  game  was,  she  must  play  it  alone; 
but  Sam,  in  his  own  way,  was — as  his  friends 
said — '  straight,'  and  was  likely  to  give  her 
a  bit  of  his   mind  if  he  was   aware  of  her 
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offending.     Was   he?     That  was  just  what 
she  did  not  know. 

'  Well,  my  lady,'  said  the  bookmaker,  as 
he  took  her  hand,  '  you  seem  to  have  "shook" 
your  relations  pretty  slick  since  you've  be- 
come a  swell.  You  needn't  have  been  afraid 
of  my  dropping  in  upon  you — not  likely.' 

'  How  could  I,  Sam  ?  After  that  dreadful 
business  of  father's  I  did  not  even  know  where 
he  was,  and  I  dared  not  inquire.' 

'  What  has  that  to  do  with  me  ?  '  inquired 
her  brother,  roughly.  '  I  hav'n't  welched  the 
Government,  nor  done  anything  else  I  need 
go  into  hiding  for.  I  only  wish  the  rest  of 
you  had  been  as  honest.' 

'  I  had  a  difficult  game  to  play,'  she  re- 
plied. 

'  Nothing  like  so  difficult  as  you  have 
now,'  he  interposed. 
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'  Fred  and  I  could  not  get  on  together  ; 
he  taunted  me  with  father's  crime.  My  tem- 
per's hot,  and  we  separated  in  a  few  weeks.' 

'  I  know  all  that.  Why  didn't  you  write 
to  me  ?  Let's  turn  dowm  the  side  aisle  of  the 
market  ;  there's  no  one  there,  and  I  must 
have  a  talk  with  you.' 

'  Why  should  I  ?  '  replied  Lady  Wrensley, 
as  she  compHed.  'What  could  you  have 
done  for  me  ?  Fred  allowed  me  enough  to 
live  on.  It  wasn't  likely  that  I  should  wish 
to  attract  attention  while  that  story  was 
going  the  rounds  of  the  papers.' 

'  You  might  have  wanted  to  hear  of  your 
father  and  mother.' 

'  I  did  ;  but  it  was  not  likely  that  you 
knew  where  they  were.' 

'  Xot  writing  to  me,  Sarah,  was  the 
biggest  mistake  you  ever  made,'  rejoined  the 
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bookmaker,  grimly.  '  I  saw  your  husband 
the  other  day.' 

Sarah's  heart  jumped,  and  she  barely  re- 
strained herself  from  blurting  out,  '  Which  ?  ' 
How  much  did  Sam  know,  and  hovv  much 
had  he  unconsciously  betrayed  ?  Eecovering 
her  composure  by  a  strong  effort,  she  inquired 
quietly,  '  Where  ?  ' 

'  At  Doncaster.  I  had  met  him  before 
that  at  Stockbridge,  and  he  told  me  you  were 
dead.' 

There  was  no  doubt  Sam  was  speaking  of 
Sir  Frederick.  '  It  is  best  so,'  said  Sarah, 
after  a  pause.  '  We  can  never  live  together, 
and  I  want  nothing  from  him.' 

'  Then  how,  pray,  do  you  intend  to  live  ? 
A  woman's  fixings  are  not  much  in  my  line, 
but  a  rig-out  like  that  costs  a  pile  of  dollars, 
I  reckon.' 
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'That's  nothing  to  you,'  replied  Sarah, 
imperiously.  '  I  have  as  much  money  as  I 
want,  and  you  need  not  be  afraid  of  my 
coming  to  you.' 

'  Fool ! '  said  Sam  fiercely,  as  he  clutched 
her  wrist.  '  Didn't  I  tell  you  that  I  saw  your 
husband  again  at  Doncaster  ?  He  don't  know 
where  you  are,  but  he's  discovered  lately  that 
you  are  alive.  Do  you  suppose  that  your 
secret  will  remain  long  undiscovered  ?  Do 
you  think  I  don't  know  who  pays  for  your 
frocks  ?  The  world  thinks  you  Sir  William 
Wrensley's  wife.  Before  long  it  will  be 
known  you  are  his  mistress.' 

'  How  dare  you  say  such  thiugs  ? '  cried 
Sarah,  white  with  rage.  '  You  would  never 
bring  such  a  charge  against  your  sister ! ' 

'  No,'  said  Sam,  '  it's  quite  enougli  to  see 
one's  sister  go  the  wrong  side  the  post,  with- 
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out  calling  attention  to  it.  But  do  you  sup- 
pose it  will  be  long  before  Sir  Frederick  finds 
you  out  ?  He  beliaved  well.  He  made  an 
honest  woman  of  you.' 

'  He  ruined  my  life.  He  deceived  me,'  she 
replied  vehemently.  'I  thought  he  was  rich. 
He  was  a  mere  pauper,  and  was  ashamed  of 
me — I,  whom  the  best  men  in  London  are 
proud  to  be  seen  with.' 

'  He's  rich  enough  now  ;  if  you'd  only  had 
a  little  patience !  He's  not  likely  to  forgive, 
and  as  soon  as  he  knows  all  he'll  rid  himself 
of  you.' 

'  I  want  nothing  of  him,'  she  rejoined 
proudly. 

'No,  but  Le'll  want  to  regain  his  freedom. 
He  may  want  to  marry  again.  There  was  Miss 
Lydney,  for  instance,  whom  he  was  said  to  be 
sweet  on  till  you  came  between  them.' 
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'  What !  that  pale-faced  Mary  Lydney,' 
said  Sarah,  fiercely,  and  a  bitter  remembrance 
of  how  jealous  she  had  been  of  the  banker's 
daughter  in  the  old  Exmouth  days,  when  she 
had  been  in  love  with  Fred  Hallaton,  as  far 
as  she  was  capable  of  caring  for  any  one, 
shot  through  her  brain.  '  He  shall  never  do 
that.' 

'  AVhat  does  it  matter  to  you  who  it  is — 
and  how  can  you  prevent  it?'  said  Sam, 
drily.  '  Old  Lydney 's  bust  up,  and  Sir  Frede- 
rick is  not  a  match  girls  will  turn  up  their 
noses  at  now.' 

'  Do  you  mean  Lydney 's  bank  has  broke  ?  ' 
inquired  Sarah,  as  a  curious  look  came  across 
her  face. 

'  Yes  ;  so  Dr.  Xicholl  told  me.  There  were 
lots  of  papers  and  securities  missing  which 
had  been  lodged  with  old  Lydney  for  safety, 
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and  it  seems  he  just  realised  them,  and  went 
on  paying  interest  over  them  for  years,  till  at 
last  it  came  out.  Couldn't  pay  interest  any 
longer,  I  reckon.' 

'  All  I  ask  you  is  not  to  betray  me,'  re- 
joined Sarah,  sullenly  ;  '  and  now  put  me  into 
a  cab.' 

'  I'll  give  you  one  last  bit  of  advice,'  said 
Sam,  as  he  handed  her  into  a  hansom;  ^  be 
off  to  the  Continent  as  soon  as  you  can.  Go 
before  you're  called  on  "  to  face  the  music."  ' 

Sarah  shrugged  her  shoulders  contemptu- 
ously. She  would  not  admit  to  her  brother 
that  she  was  at  all  dismayed  at  her  position, 
and  yet  as  she  drove  homewards  she  was  fain 
to  admit  that  it  was  getting  desperate.  It 
was  curious,  but  though  she  had  regarded  an 
expose  as  imminent  should  Sir  Frederick  dis- 
cover she  was  ahve,  it  had  never  occurred  to 
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her  that  he  would  at  once  seek  to  have  his 
marriage  legally  dissolved  ;  and  yet,  of  course, 
that  would  be  the  very  thing  he  would  do. 
She  had  counted  on  his  sparing  her  the  dis- 
grace of  a  prosecution  for  bigamy,  forgetting 
that  would  be  out  of  his  power.  To  obtain 
his  own  release  it  would  be  necessary  to  prove 
her  bigamous  marriage  with  Sir  William 
Wrensley.  Could  not  all  this  be  done  without 
exposure,  she  wondered?  Things  were  kept 
out  of  the  papers  sometimes.  Why  not  this  ? 
She  was  more  anxious  about  retainingf  the 
place  she  had  won  in  society  than  as  to  what 
might  be  the  consequences  of  her  crime. 
Then,  oddly  enough,  ran  through  her  bosom 
a  furious  pang  of  jealousy  at  the  idea  of  Hal- 
laton  marrying  Mary  Lydney.  She  did  no: 
want  to  go  back  to  him,  although  he  was  the 
one  man  she  had  had  a  caprice  for,  but  she 
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raged  at  the  idea  of  the  banker's  daughter 
queening  it  on  the  throne  she  had  resigned. 
Any  one  but  her.  Sarah  regretted  the  way 
she  had  phayed  her  cards,  but  it  was  only 
because  she  rais^ht  have  ratified  her  social 
vanity  quite  as  well  as  Lady  Hallaton,  and 
been  under  no  fear  of  legal  consequences,  or 
the  being  cast  out  into  the  wilderness,  and  not 
from  love  of  Sir  Frederick.  On  the  contrary, 
she  could  do  what  she  Avilled  with  Sir  William, 
and  from  her  brief  experience  she  knew  that 
Hallaton  had  a  temper  much  akin  to  her  own. 
What  had  she  better  do?  and,  with  all  her 
audacity,  Sarah  was  utterly  nonplussed.  Why 
had  his  uncle  left  him  that  property?  If  he 
had  returned  in  ten  years'  time  and  a  poor 
man,  the  chances  are  he  would  never  have 
troubled  her.  The  marriage  of  Mrs.  Hallaton 
would  have  passed  out  of  people's  minds,  and 
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who  would  have  cared  to  rake  up  the  old 
story  of  their  elopement,  or  ask  Avhat  had 
become  of  her  ? 

When  she  reached  home  Sarah  went 
straight  to  her  own  boudoir,  with  the  set  pur- 
pose of  determining  on  her  future  courfce 
without  delay.  There  was  no  doubt  about  it, 
she  ran  the  risk  of  losing  everything  for  which 
slie  had  played.  Surely  there  must  be  some 
way  of  avoiding  this  threatened  scandal. 
Money  could  do  so  much.  Let  Sir  Frederick 
free  himself  from  her  if  he  would  ;  all  she 
would  ask  him  was  that  he  should  spare  her 
the  appearance  of  the  case  in  the  newspapers. 
In  her  ignorance  she  actually  supposed  that 
if  he  would  only  consent  this  was  possible. 
For  his  own  sake  he  would  probably  shrink 
from  publicity,  and  if  in  his  wrath  at  dis- 
covering   her    infidelity    he    should    wish    to 
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avenge  himself,  well,  then  she  had  one  card 
still  left  in  her  hand  which  might  make  him 
forego  that  vengeance.  If  her  brother  were 
right,  some  lost  papers  were  mainly  the  cause 
of  Mr.  Lydney's  ruin.  She  had  something  to 
tell  about  that.  She  had  said  that  Fred 
Hallaton  should  never  marry  Mary  Lydney. 
Bah  !  that  was  but  the  shrieking  of  an  angry 
woman.  He  should.  She  would  help  him  to 
do  so,  provided  he  paid  her  price  for  that 
assistance  ;  and  to  clear  the  good  name  of  his 
intended  father-in-law  must  be  a  great  object 
in  Hallaton's  eyes.  He  had  taunted  her  with 
being  the  daughter  of  a  fraudulent  publican 
lonR  aero.  Was  there  much  difference  between 
her  and  the  daughter  of  a  fraudulent  banker? 
An  ugly  sneer  played  round  her  handsome 
mouth  as  the  thought  struck  her.  There  had 
been    no    publicity   given  to   their  marriage. 
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Why  should  it  be  necessary  for  its  dissolution  ? 
No  ;  let  the  ill-starred  union  be  as  privately 
set  aside  as  it  had  been  solemnised,  and  she 
would  do  her  best  to  help  Sir  Frederick  to 
recover  those  missing  papers.  Sarah's  busy 
brain  was  weaving  schemes  upon  the  vaguest 
assumptions.  She  had  no  positive  assurance, 
for  instance,  that  Hallaton  wished  to  marry 
Mary  Lydney ;  neither  did  she  nor  Sam  even 
know  that  he  had  been  down  to  Exmouth 
since  his  return  to  England  ;  but  she  felt  the 
ground  was  crumbling  beneath  her  feet,  that 
the  pinnacle  of  fashion  she  had  attained  with 
such  splendid  effrontery  rocked  beneath  her. 
She  bid  fair  to  share  the  fate  of  any  other  jay 
in  peacock's  plumes,  of  any  other  adventuress 
whom  exposure  comes  upon.  She  was  resolute 
not  to  succumb  without  a  struggle,  and  if 
nerve  and  brain  could  pull  a  woman  through 
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sucli  a  strait  Sarah  had  them.  Those  papers, 
now  what  could  she  recollect  about  them  ? 
She  wished  she  had  listened  more  attentively 
the  nio'ht  she  overheard  her  father  and 
Brent  talking  about  them.  But  they  spoke 
in  low  tones,  and  were  obviously  fearful  that 
their  conversation  might  reach  other  ears 
than  their  own.  Had  she  only  attached  im- 
portance to  it  then,  Sarah  thought,  it  would 
have  gone  hard  if  she  had  not  gathered  as 
much  of  it  as  would  have  served  her  turn. 
Brent  and  her  father  always  looked  askance 
at  her  if  she  lingered  late  in  the  bar  parlour, 
and  showed  a  manifest  desire  to  be  relieved  of 
her  company  ;  in  short,  more  than  once  her 
father  had  bade  her  go  to  bed,  saying  Brent 
and  he  had  business  to  talk  over.  Well,  she 
knew  all  about  that  business  now,  but  about 
these  papers  she  was  not  so  clear.     Still,  she'd 
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good  reason  to  believe  they  were  in  the  pos- 
session of  either  her  father  or  Brent.  If  the 
former,  she  could  count,  she  thought,  on  his 
great  love  for  her  to  make  them  over  to  her 
in  her  extremity  ;  and,  if  the  latter,  to  exert 
his  influence  with  Brent.  Money,  no  doubt, 
would  be  a  consideration.  Well,  she  had  it  ; 
ah,  plenty,  if  that  was  all.  Ever  sanguine, 
Sarah  already  fancied  she  saw  a  way  through 
her  difficulties. 

A  clever,  unscrupulous  woman,  but  fall- 
ing into  the  common  enough  error  that  others 
can  be  induced  to  regard  matters  from  her 
point  of  view,  and  that  what  conduces  to 
her  own  interests  must  also  be  to  the  benefit 
of  theirs. 
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CHAPTEE  XXXVIII 

ACTING     FOR    BOTH    SIDES 

Lady  Wrensley,  after  her  interview  with 
Dickinson,  kept  a  sharp  eye  on  the  second 
column  of  the  Times.  She  had  not  long 
to  wait.  On  the  third  morning  the  single 
line, '  M.  X.  W. — Please  call,'  met  her  eye,  and 
Sarah  lost  no  time  in  repairing  to  the  de- 
tective's office.  She  had  thous^ht  this  thin^? 
out,  and  quite  persuaded  herself  that,  could 
she  but  see  her  husband,  she  could  easily 
persuade  him  to  do  what  she  wished.  Surely 
he  would  agree  with  her  that  this  little 
episode  of  their  lives  had  best  be  kept  a 
secret.     As    Sam    had    pointed    out   to   her, 
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Sir  Frederick  would  be  resolute  to  sever 
the  link  that  bound  them.  Well,  so  be  it; 
she  wanted  nothinix  from  him,  and  would 
render  him  every  assistance  in  her  power. 
All  she  deprecated  was  pubhcity.  It  was 
all  nonsense ;  there  must  be  some  way  of 
dissolving  marriage,  where  both  sides  were 
willing  to  do  so,  without  advertising  the 
fact  in  the  newspapers.  Details  of  that 
sort  would  be  for  Sir  Frederick  or  the 
lawyers  to  take  upon  themselves.  It  would 
have  occurred  to  most  people  that,  if  the 
thing  were  possible  at  all,  it  would  be  best 
left  for  the  lawyers  to  manage  from  the 
outset  ;  but  Sarah  laid  great  stress  upon 
a  personal  interview  with  her  husband.  She 
had  so  queened  it  over  men  of  late  that 
she  could  not  realise  one  refusing  to  do 
her  bidding  ;    then  she  made  the  additional 
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mistake    of    supposing    that    there    must    be 
some    remnant   left   on  his  part   of  the  love 
she  had  whistled    down    the    wind.     She  re- 
collected   only    the    s'mny    moments    of    tlie 
early    part    of    that    idyll,   and    forgot    the 
storms    and    tempests    with    which    it    had 
terminated.      Did  she   but   know  it,    it  was 
just  that   latter    part    of  their    conjugal  life 
that    Hallaton    remembered    best.      He   did 
not  as   yet    know  that   she    had   been  faith- 
less to  him,  but  he  was  full  of  bitter  regret 
for  what  he  called    his   mad  marriage,   and, 
the  mystery  of  her  disappearance   once  un- 
ravelled, had  no    desire    to    see    or   hear    of 
her  again.     But  Sarah  thought  her  persua- 
sive   powers,  joined    to   the    information  she 
could    procure    him    concerning    those    lost 
papers,  would    bring    about    his    consent    to 
her  wishes. 
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On  arrival  at  Mr.  Dickinson's  she  was 
at  once  ushered  into  the  detective's  sanctum. 
He  liad  experienced  no  difficulty  in  discover- 
ing where  Sir  Frederick  was  living,  and  what 
was  his  manner  of  life. 

'  Xow,  madam,'  said  Dickinson,  as  soon 
as  Lady  Wrensley  was  seated,  'I  will  just 
run  over  what  I  have  discovered  tliat  I  think 
may  interest  you,  and,  of  course,  will  be 
then  ready  to  answer  any  questions  you  may 
put  to  me.  To  begin  with,  Sir  Frederick 
occupies  rooms  in  Grafton  Street  ;  he  dines 
chiefly  at  his  clubs — principally  at  the 
Thermopolium.  He  is  not  much  given  to 
society,  and  is  constantly  away  from  London 
for  a  few  days  at  a  time  racins^,  to  which 
sport  he  seems  strongly  addicted.  I  can  easily 
go  somewhat  closer  into  the  details  of  his 
daily  life,  if  you  wish  it,  but  nothing   more 
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occurs  to  me  just  at  present.  If  you  will 
either  question  me,  or  give  me  instructions 
concerning  any  particular  point  you  wish 
cleared  up ' 

'  Exactly.  Stay  a  moment  while  I  think/ 
interposed  Lady  Wrensley,  as  she  ran  the 
detective's  report  rapidly  over  in  her  mind. 
'  Does  not  go  much  into  society,'  she  mused. 
*  So  much  the  better.  Goes  racing  a  good 
deal.  Good  again  ;  keeps  him  out  of  town  and 
out  of  my  way.  Eacing  doesn't  amuse  me.' 
'  Does  he  shoot  .^ '  she  inquired  abruptly  at 
last. 

'  I  don't  know,'  replied  the  detective  ; 
and  then  he  muttered  to  himself,  *  What 
an  extraordinary  question  !  ' 

'No,  no  ;  that's  not  what  I  mean.  Does 
he  go  into  the  country?  Does  he  go  visit- 
ing at  country  houses  ?     In  short,  when  he 
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leaves  London  is  it  always  to  attend  race 
meetings  ? ' 

'  As  far  as  I  have  learnt,  yes,'  said 
Dickinson,  *  except  when  he  runs  down  to 
Oaklands.' 

'  What's  that  ?  '  inquired  Lady  Wrensley, 
sharply. 

'  Sir  Frederick's  seat  in  Kent,  madam.' 

'  Ah !  I  had  forgotten,'  replied  Sarah, 
who  really  had  no  knowledge  of  such  a 
place.  '  Listen,'  she  continued.  '  Do  you 
know  whether  he  has  been  in  Devonshire 
since  his  return  to  England  ? ' 

'  I  can't  say,'  replied  Dickinson,  '  but  I 
daresay  I  could  find  out.' 

*  Do  so.  And  now  you  know  where 
this  man's  rooms  are,  you  can  easily  ascer- 
tain at  wdiat  time  he  is  likely  to  be  in 
them.     Find    out    for   me  what    day  and  at 
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what  hour  I  shall  be  able  to  find  him 
in.' 

'  What ! '  exclaimed  Dickinson,  for  once 
fairly  startled  out  of  his  pohteness,  and  dumb- 
founded   with    astonishment.      '  Well,    of   all 

the  goes 1  beg  pardon,  madam ;   I  was  a 

little  surprised.' 

'  And  may  I  ask,  Mr.  Dickinson,  what 
there  is  in  my  order  to  surprise  you  ? '  re- 
torted Lady  Wrensley,  with  extreme  hauteur, 
and  speaking  with  great  deliberation. 

'  Oh,  nothing,  nothing,  madam,'  replied 
the  detective,  a  httle  confusedly.  As  he 
said  afterwards,  talking  the  thing  over  witli 
some  of  his  friends,  '  You  never  know  wliere 
to  have  a  woman  of  that  sort.  She'd  cir- 
culated a  report  of  her  death;  she'd  employed 
me  to  ascertain  lier  husband's  haunts  and 
habits.     She  had   every  reason  to,  and,  as  I 
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thought,  every  intention  of  keeping  out  of 
his  way ;  and,  by  jingo,  at  the  last  moment 
she  proposes  to  Avalk  straight  into  his  den — 
the  one  man  in  the  workl,  I  supposed,  she 
was  anxious  to  avoid.  Talk  about  the  ducks 
coming  to  be  killed  after  that.' 

'  Well,  sir,  are  you  going  to  do  my 
bidding  ?  '  said  Sarah,  imperiously. 

For  a  few  moments  Dickinson  hesitated. 
He  was  not  the  man  to  throw  away  a 
chance  of  making  money,  and  he  felt  sure 
that  Lady  AVrensley  could  and  would  pay 
him  handsomely  for  his  services  ;  but  if  she 
and  Sir  Frederick  were  to  meet  there  was 
an  end  of  them — and,  indeed,  it  struck  him 
as  probable  tliat  was  already  the  case.  Sir 
Frederick,  as  soon  as  he  knew  the  trutli, 
would  be  sure  to  put  matters  into  the  hands 
of  his    lawyers    with    a    view   to    having  his 
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marriacre  annulled.  Having^  arrived  at  this 
conclusion,  Mr.  Dickinson  determined  re- 
luctantly that  his  game  was  up,  and  resolved 
to  retire  gracefully  from  the  business. 

'  I  will  do  what  you  wish.  But,  ex- 
cuse me — do  you  think  it  judicious,  Lady 
Wrensley  ? ' 

'  What,  you  know  me  .^ '  cried  Sarah, 
starting. 

'  I  recognised  you  the  moment  you  set 
foot  in  this  room,'  he  replied.  '  Men  of  my 
calling  are  close  observers,  and  Lady  Wrens- 
ley's  photograph  is  in  the  sliop  windows.' 

It  had  been  very  gratifying  at  the  time, 
but  Sarah  had  already  discovered  that  it  had 
its  inconveniences.  '  Ko  matter,'  she  said. 
*  I  have  my  reasons  for  wishing  to  see  Sir 
Frederick  Hallaton.  Arrange  that  interview  for 
me,  and  you  will  find  that  I  am  no  niggard.' 
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'  Lady  Wrensley,'  replied  the  detective, 
'  has  it  never  occurred  to  you  that  you  would 
be  better  abroad  jusfnow?  I  say  so  in  all 
friendliness.' 

She  turned  upon  him  like  a  hunted  stasr. 
She  saw  in  his  usually  impassible  face  that  he 
knew  all.  She  was  at  bay,  but  she  bated  not 
one  whit  of  her  splendid  audacity  as  she  re- 
joined haughtily,  'You  will  take  my  orders, 
Mr.  Dickinson  ;  but  I  do  not  require  your 
advice.' 

*  She's  a  rare  plucked  one,'  he  muttered  to 
himself.  '  Lady  Wrensley — or  Lady  Hallaton, 
I  should  say — I  know  your  whole  history  from 
the  time  you  were  Miss  Mercer,  of  the  old 
Draoron  Lm.' 

'  We  will  not  discuss  that.  You  are  pro- 
bably misinformed.  It  does  not  signify,  but 
you  will  do  my  bidding,'  and  here  Sarah  took 

VOL.  III.  H 
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out  her  purse,  ^  and  hold  your  tongue.  Is  it 
not  so  ? ' 

'  Whether  I  do  or  don't  does  not  matter  ;  I 
could  tell  Sir  Frederick  nothing  lie  does  not 
already  know.  Many  thanks,'  he  continued, 
as  he  thrust  the  notes  she  proffered  him  into 
his  waistcoat  pocket.  '  Don't  see  him,  but  ^o 
foreign  is  my  advice,  whether  you  Avant  it  or 
not,'  and  Dickinson,  dropping  his  previous 
air  of  deference,  rather  brutalised  his  counsel . 

He  wished  the  woman  no  harm,  but 
Sarah's  arrogance  had  rather  nettled  him. 
and  in  his  sight  she  was  merely  an  adven- 
turess on  the  verge  of  exposure,  with  an 
excellent  chance  of  undergoing  imprisonment 
for  bigamy. 

'You  will  do  what  I  tell  you,'  replied 
Sarah,  utterly  ignoring  his  last  remark.  '  You 
can  communicate  in  the  same  way  as  before. 
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Insert  the  day  and  tlie  hour  upon  which  I 
can  depend  upon  findnig  Sir  Frederick,  in  the 
Times  for  M.  X.  W.,  and  I  shall  be  sure  to 
see  it.     Good  morning.' 

'  Well,'  said  Mr.  Dickinson,  as  he  closed 
the  door  upon  his  client,  '  I  wonder  what  sort 
of  a  man  Sir  F.  is.  If  he's  weak  there's  no 
saying  what  that  handsome  wife  of  his  might 
not  induce  him  ^to  do.  She's  a  will  of  iron, 
and  not  a  particle  of  heart.  More  than  a 
match  for  most  men.  j\Irs.  Thomson  was 
right ;  Sir  Wilham  \Yrensley  was  a  child  in 
her  hands.  Of  course  she  married  him.  The 
puzzle  about  it  is  why  she  did  it.  In  igno- 
rance of  her  husband's  good  fortune,  no 
doubt — and  how  mad  she  must  have  been 
when  she  discovered  the  mistake  she'd  made  I 
The  interview  between  her  and  Sir  Frederick 
will  be  curious.' 

H  2 
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Sarah  walked  away  from  the  detective's 
office  no  whit  shaken  in  her  resolve,  and  by  no 
means  hopeless  of  carrying  her  point.     What 
object  could  Sir  Frederick  have  in  exposing 
her  ?     No,  for  his  own  sake,  he  would  desire 
their   legal    separation   without   publicity    as 
much    as    she    did,    and    then    she  wondered 
whether  the  audacious  scheme  she  had  formed 
was  feasible.     It  would  cost  something  per- 
haps,  but  money  could  do  anything  in  this 
world.     If  she  only  knew  where  those  papers 
^ere — that  she  considered  the  weak  point  in 
lier  game  just  at  present ;  but  she  had  good 
cfrounds  for  supposing  that  she  would  obtain 
possession  of  them  before  long.     Sam  knew 
her   father's   address.      She    could  rely,  she 
thought,  upon  his  love  for  herself  to  help  her, 
while  both   he   and   his    partner  Brent  were 
fond   of  money.      Money    again !      She   felt 
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pretty  confident  that  those  papers  were  to  be 
bought.  There  was,  however,  no  time  to  be 
lost ;  exposure  was  imminent  if  that  man 
Dickinson  were  right.  Sir  Frederick  already 
knew  all,  and  she  dreaded  lest  he  should  take 
some  false  step,  as  she  euphemistically  called 
legal  proceedings,  before  she  could  see  him. 
Her  belief  in  herself  was  unbounded.  That 
Dickinson  had  discovered  her  whole  history 
she  did  not  care  much  about.  It  was  the 
business  of  that  sort  of  prying  people  to 
know  everything ;  but  she  was  conscious  that 
she  ran  daily  risk  of  people  round  and  about 
Exmouth  identifying  Lady  Wrensley  with 
Sarah  Mercer  by  means  of  that  widely  circu- 
lated photograph.  That  Dickinson  would 
carry  his  knowledge  to  market  she  had  no 
doubt ;  but  if  he  was  right  in  saying  Sir 
Frederick   was   already   in   possession   of  it, 
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then  the  man  from  whom  she  would  fain  have 
kept  her  guilty  secret  had  nothing  to  learn. 
That  the  detective  spoke  the  truth  slie  did 
not  doubt.  Sam  had  told  her  that  Sir  Frede- 
rick knew  she  was.  alive,  and  if  he  had  dis- 
covered that  much  it  was  quite  probable  that 
he  had  penetrated  the  mystery  of  Mrs.  Mel- 
rose. On  the  whole,  Lady  Wrensley  came  to 
the  conclusion  they  were  just  as  well  as  they 
were.  It  would  have  been  necessary  in  any 
case  to  carry  out  her  scheme  that  Sir  Frede- 
rick should  be  made  aware  of  her  present 
position.  Well,  he  was  so,  and  the  telling  of 
a  long  preliminary  story  was  saved.  They 
would  be  able  to  come  at  once  to  business. 

As  Dickinson  had  said,  'When  you  are 
travelling  the  shady  side  of  the  law  mistakes 
are  apt  to  prove  fatal.'  Utterly  unscrupulous 
herself,  Sarah  could  not  understand  scruples 
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in  others.  She  flattered  herself  the  idea  that 
had  entered  her  head  was  so  much  to  their 
mutual  interest  that  Sir  Frederick  could  not 
but  accede  to  it ;  and  the  restoration  of  those 
papers,  she  thought,  would  be  a  heavy  bribe 
to  dangle  before  his  e^'es,  even  ii  he  should 
hesitate.  Oddly  enough,  the  thing  that 
troubled  Sarah  most  about  the  desperate 
game  she  was  about  to  propose  was  that  she 
should  have  to  grve  up  Frederick  Hallaton  to 
Mary  Lj^dney.  She  did  not  care  for  him  any 
longer  herself — it  may  be  questioned  whether 
she  ever  had,  or  was  really  capable  of,  genuine 
affection  for  an}'  man — but  she  always  had 
been,  and  was  still,  jealous  of  the  banker's 
daughter.  Only  she  felt  that  it  would  be 
probably  necessary  to  gain  her  ends,  far  from 
proposing  to  restore  those  papers  she  would 
have  gone  out  of  her  waj^  to  destroy  them  if 
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thereby  she  could  have  hindered  Hallaton's 
marriage  with  that  white-faced  chit,  as  she 
always  designated  Mary,  whose  delicate  com- 
plexion offered  a  striking  contrast  to  her  own 
dusky  brunette  tints.  She  w^as  conscious, 
though  she  could  hardly  bear  to  own  it  to 
herself,  that  she  had  won  Fred  by  a  coup  de 
main,  and  that  in  his  heart  of  hearts  he  had 
always  loved  Mary  best. 

Not  the  first  man  by  many  who  has  lost 
his  head  in  the  intoxication  of  a  woman's 
smile,  and  paid  a  far  heavier  penalty  for  his 
mistake  than  has  so  far  befallen  Fred 
Hallaton. 
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CHAPTER    XXXIX 

MR.    KIRK   HAS   A   WARM   MORNING 

Mr.  Kirk  lost  no  time  in  communicatiHg 
with  Sir  Frederick,  telling  him  that  Lady 
Hallaton  had  been  discovered,  and  begging 
him  to  call  at  his  office  at  once,  as  it  was 
necessary  that  he  should  see  him  without 
delay.  'It  is  a  very  singular  and  painful 
story  I  have  to  tell  you,  and  we  shall  need 
your  instructions  concerning  it,'  wrote  the  old 
lawyer ;  but  he  discreetly  forebore  from  com- 
mitting the  story  to  paper.  He  knew  his  client 
was  a  violent-tempered  man,  and  Mr.  Kirk 
thought  it  was  best  that  the  history  of  Sarah's 
misconduct  should  be  told  by  his  own  lips. 
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'  I  have  no  doubt  that  fellow  Dickinson 
is  right  in  his  deductions,'  he  muttered  mus- 
ingly. '  Those  men  see  a  good  deal  of  the 
seamy  side  of  life.  She  was  ignorant  that  her 
husband  had  succeeded  to  his  uncle's  title 
and  estates.  The  woman  is  a  born  intriguer. 
She  believed  she'd  made  a  matrimonial  fiasco, 
and  without  the  slightest  hesitation  she  buries 
the  past,  and  calls  for  fresh  cards  and  a  fresh 
deal.  Ah,  there's  a  grand  simplicity  about 
the  idea,  and  if  it  was  but  practicable  a  good 
many  of  us  would  try  the  same  thing ;  un- 
fortunately, we  cannot  wipe  out  the  past, 
even  though  our  record  be  blameless.' 

Daily  expecting  it  though  he  was,  Mr. 
Kirk's  letter  was  nevertheless  a  shock  to  Sir 
Frederick.  An  important  event  in  our  lives 
is  so  momentous  an  affair  to  ourselves  that 
we  can  never  realise  that  the  world  in  general 
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takes  no  note  of  it.  Sir  Frederick  never 
imadned  that  his  accession  to  fortune  so  soon 
after  their  marriage  would  not  eventually 
come  to  Sarah's  ears,  and  despite  the  fact 
that  she  had  taken  such  pains  to  efface  her- 
self, he  still  vaguely  thought  that  had  she 
been  alive  she  would  have  demanded  to  par- 
ticipate in  his  improved  means.  Mr.  Kirk's 
letter  dispelled  this  dream,  and  he  had  now 
no  excuse  for  not  instantly  acquainting  Mary 
Lydney  with  the  fact  that  he  was  not  a  free 
man,  and  had  been  mistaken  in  thinking  him- 
self so.  An  awkward  letter  to  have  to  write, 
and  made  none  the  easier  by  the  writing  of 
it  having  been  delayed.  Still,  he  would  see 
Mr.  Kirk  first,  and  hear  what  explanation 
there  might  be  of  Sarah's  extraordinary  con- 
duct. His  astonishment  knew  no  bounds  as 
the  old  lawyer  told  the  story  of  Dickinson's 
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discoveries,  that  Lady  Hallaton  had  un- 
doubtedly committed  bigamy,  and  was  now 
known  to  the  world  as  the  beautiful  Lady 
Wrensley. 

'Why,  good  heavens!'  he  exclaimed,  'I 
might  have  met  her  anywhere.  I  am  not 
much  of  a  society  man,  or  I  most  likely  should 
liave  done  so.  She's  one  of  the  fashionable 
ladies  whose  doings  are  always  chronicled  in 
the  gossip  journals.' 

'  Lady  Hallaton  would  be  sure  to  know  of 
your  arrival  in  England,  and  doubtless  took 
good  care  that  should  not  happen.  I  wonder, 
though,  you  never  saw  Lady  Wrensley's 
photograph.' 

'  It  is  odd,  but  I  never  did.  After  all, 
the  season  was  half  over,  and  the  print-shops 
never  offered  much  attraction  to  me.  But, 
Kirk,  I  breathe  again  !     Hah  ! '  he  exclaimed. 
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springing  from  his  chair  and  pacing  tumul- 
tuously  up  and  down  the  room,  '  I  am  free  ; 
yes,  free !  By  G — ,  man,  I  can  cast  that 
woman  from  my  hfe  and  have  done  with  her! 
The  law  will  rid  me  of  her.  Do  what  you 
will,  but  do  it  at  once.  Break  me  this  mar- 
riage as  quickly  as  possible.' 

'  There  will  be  no  difficulty  about  that,' 
rephed  Mr.  Kirk  ;  'but  the  law  cannot  be  hur- 
ried. The  case  is  perfectly  clear  in  every 
link.  There  will  be  doubtless  plenty  of 
people  to  prove  the  identity,  and  testify  that 
Lady  Hallaton  and  Lady  Wrensley  are  the 
same  person.' 

'  Then  the  sooner  they  do  it  the  better,' 
said  Sir  Frederick,  hotly.  '  Let  the  adulteres? 
stain  my  name  no  longer  I ' 

'  Tut !  tut !  Sir  Frederick  ;  you  forget  that 
the  lady  is   at  present  masquerading   undei 
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another  name.  That  you  should  desh^e  to  be 
freed  from  her  as  quickly  as  possible  is  only 
natural ;  but  we  must  show  a  little  considera- 
tion to  Sir  Wilham.  Mind  you,  from  all  I 
can  learn,  he  is  in  complete  ignorance  of  her 
ladyship's  antecedents.  Society  will  fiercely 
resent  the  fraud  he  has  unwittingly  committed 
on  it.' 

'  Yes,'  said  the  baronet ;  '  when  it  finds 
that  the  woman  who  has  been  queening  it  over 
them  is  a  bigamist,  and  a  pubhcan's  daughter, 
in  their  mortification  they  will  desire  to  rend 
some  one  or  somebody.  I  can  have  no  ani- 
mosity against  Wrensley,  and  no  wish  to 
make  things  more  unpleasant  for  him  than 
need  be.  Manage  it  your  own  way,  so  long 
as  there  is  no  delay  ;  but  remember,  before 
everything^  no  delay.' 

'  I  understand,'  said  tlie  lawyer.     •  I'll  put 
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myself  in  communication  with  Sir  William 
immediately,  and  at  once  take  the  preliminary 
steps  for  the  dissolution  of  the  marriage.  Our 
case  is  so  strong  that  Lady  Hallaton  is  not 
likely  ever  to  face  it.  She  will  probably  fly 
to  the  Continent  as  soon  as  she  hears  of  it.' 

'  Ah,'  said  Sir  Frederick,  as  he  put  on  his 
hat,  'you  don't  quite  know  Lady  Hallaton. 
She's  nerve  and  pertinacity  enough  for  any- 
thing. No  time  to  be  lost,  mind ! '  and  with 
a  friendly  nod  to  Mr.  Kirk  the  baronet  took 
his  departure. 

'  Ah,'  said  the  old  lawyer,  '  for  a  man  who 
made  such  a  precious  mess  of  it  to  start  with, 
he  looks  like  having  the  luck  to  get  out  of 
the  scrape  pretty  easily.  I  wonder  what  Sir 
William  will  say  when  he  gets  my  letter.  It 
will  be  a  tremendous  surprise  to  him,  no 
doubt.' 
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Impatient  as  Sir  Frederick  was  to  see  legal 
proceedings  commenced,  he  was  quite  aware 
of  the  measured,  if  majestic,  tread  of  the  law. 
Burning  though  he  was  to  break  the  bonds 
of  his  ill-starred  union,  he  knew  that  it  would 
be  a  matter  of  weeks,  if  not  months,  before  such 
proceedings  began,  and  so  thought  he  might 
as  well  run  down  to  Oaklands  and  have  a  little 
shooting.     This,  of  course,  was  speedily  ascer- 
tained by  Dickinson,  and  an  advertisement  in 
the  recognised  channel  informed  '  M.  X.  W. ' 
that  '  F.  was  out  of  town  at  present.'   Anxious 
and  determined  though  she  was  to  have  that 
interview  with  her  husband,  there  was  con- 
sequently  no    alternative    for    Sarah    but   to 
await  his  return,  and  this  occasioned  a  com- 
plication in  her  game  that  would  have  driven 
most   women    into    throwing    up    the    cards. 
Sarah,    however,    was   gifted    not    only  with 
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audacity,  but  great  fertility  of  invention,  and 
avoided  immediate  disaster  b}^  a  piece  of 
daring  mendacity.  She  had  hoped  to  have 
seen  Sir  Frederick  within  two  or  three  days 
of  giving  Dickinson  his  last  orders,  in  which 
case  Sir  WilJiam  would,  she  hoped,  neveu 
have  learnt  of  her  previous  connection  with 
Hallaton,  but  Mr.  Kirk  was  too  prompt  in 
his  proceedings,  and  before  that  interview 
could  be  achieved  Sir  Wilham  was  cited  in 
the  Divorce  Court. 

Mr.  Kirk  had  pictured  the  surprise  of  the 
baronet  upon  receiving  this  prehminary  notice 
of  proceedings,  with  an  application  for  the 
address  of  his  solicitors,  but  he  was  destined 
to  be  himself  astonished  in  a  fashion  he  had 
never  dreamed  of.  That  a  stormy  scene  be- 
tween husband  and  wife  would  be  the  neces- 
sary consequence  of  the  former   discovering 
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that  the  woman  he  was  so  proud  of  was  a 
bigamist,  would  be  the  natural  inference  of 
most  people.  What  happened  between  Sarah 
and  Sir  William  may  be  gathered  from  what 
took  place  between  that  choleric  gentleman 
and  Mr.  Kirk,  when,  unexpectedly,  Sir  Wil- 
liam called  to  see  him. 

'  Seated,  sir.  No !  I'm  not  quite  in  the 
temper  to  sit  down,'  fumed  the  baronet,  in 
answer  to  Mr.  Kirk's  invitation  to  take  a 
chair.  '  I  have  come  to  see  you,  contrary  to 
the  advice  of  my  own  solicitors ;  and  if  they 
had  not  assured  me  that  your  name  stood 
high  in  the  profession,  I  should  most  as- 
suredly have  put  you  down  as  an  attorney  of 
the  Dodson  and  Fogg  pattern — that  is,  an 
unmitigated  scoundrel.' 

'  Sir  WiUiam ! '  exclaimed  the  astonished 
lawyer. 
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'  As  it  is,  you  are  perhaps  merely  the  tool 
of  one.' 

'  I  cannot  hear  this  language  apphed  to 
my  client,'  said  Mr,  Kirk,  rising.  '  Your  soli- 
citors were  quite  right,  and  I  must  decline  to 
hold  any  personal  communication  with  you.' 

'  Don't  talk  nonsense,  sir,'  repHed  the 
baronet,  hotly.  'I  have  come  here  to  give 
somebody  a  bit  of  my  mind  ;  and  as  I  can't 
get  hold  of  your  rascally  chent,  you  will  have 
to  hear  it.  Lady  Wrensley  fortunately  is 
gifted  with  pluck,  and,  instead  of  consenting 
to  be  blackmailed  by  a  blackguard,  she  wisely 
confessed  all  to  her  husband.' 

'  All ! '  ejaculated  the  lawyer,  completely 
nonplussed  by  the  other's  tone. 

'  Yes,  all ;  it  was  painful,  of  course  ;  but  it 
was  better  than  having  this  terrible  threat 
hanging  over  her.     The  idea  that  a  woman's 
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fair  fame  should  be  at  the  mercy  of  siidi  a 

pitiful  cur ' 

'  Sir  William,  allow  me- — -' 


'  No,  sir,  don't  interrupt.  You  know  the 
code  of  honour  amongst  men^  not  Hallatonb\ 
When  a  woman  has  perilled  her  fair  fame  for 
a  man,  he  is  bound  to  commit  even  perjury 
for  her  sake.  What  have  you  to  say  for  a 
dastard  who  takes  advantage  of  the  power  a 
woman's  weakness  has  placed  in  his  hands  to 
trade  upon  it  ?  ' 

'  Stop,  Sir  William,  trade  upon  it — black- 
mail. My  client  has  made  no  application  to 
you  for  money,  I  am  certain.' 

'  Not  as  yet ;  but  what  other  object  can  he 
have  in  trumping  up  this  infamous  charge  ? 
He  hopes  that  I  will  compromise  it,' 

'  How  can  it  be  compromised  ? '  asked  the 
lawyer,  who  by  this  time  had  arrived  at  tlie 
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conclusion  that  Lady  Wrensley's  '  all '  had 
been  a  very  garbled  version  of  the  real  story; 
but  that,  whatever  it  might  be,  she  had  man- 
aged to  persuade  Sir  William  to  believe  it. 

The  baronet  looked  at  him  almost  con- 
temptuously for  a  minute,  and  then  replied  : 
'  When  you  undertake  to  do  such  very  dirty 
work  as  this,  I  presume  it's  the  etiquette  of 
your  profession  to  affect  complete  innocence 
of  the  very  soiled  linen  you're  washing.' 

It  was  now  Mr.  Kirk's  turn  to  get  angry, 
and  he  exclaimed  in  peremptory  tones,  '  I  will 
trouble  you,  Sir  William,  to  leave  my  office.' 

The  baronet  took  no  notice  of  the  remark, 
but  continued  :  '  Sir  Frederick  Hallaton,  of 
course,  speculates  upon  my  paying  him  a 
considerable  sum  of  money  to  withdraw  this 
charge,  and  for  Lady  Wrensley's  sake  I  will.' 

'I  decline  to  discuss  the  subject  any  further,' 


ii8  WITHOUT  LOVE  OR  LICENCE 

was  the  rejoinder.  'There  is  no  question 
whatever  of  money  in  the  matter ;  while,  as 
Sir  Frederick's  solicitor,  I  may  state  that  he 
is  very  well  oflP.' 

'More  innocence/  sneered  the  other, 
fiercely ;  '  as  if  a  young  gentleman  who  passed 
most  of  his  time  on  a  racecourse  was  not 
certain  to  be  in  need  of  money.' 

*"  I'll  hear  no  more,'  said  Mr.  Kirk,  firmly  ; 
'  if  you  don't  leave  my  office.  Sir  William,  I 
shall  ring  and  send  for  a  policeman.' 

'  But  you  shall  hear  more,  sir/  cried  the 
angry  baronet.  '  Tell  the  precious  scoundrel 
you  serve  that  he  will  be  well  paid  to  keep 
his  mouth  shut ;  but  that  I  insist  upon  his 
writinof  a  full  confession  ox'  the  lie  he  has 
thought  fit  to  utter.  In  dealing  with  rascals 
of  his  kidney  it  is  as  well  to  hold  some 
security  for  tlieir  future  behaviour/ 
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'  Will  you  go  ?  '  said  tlie  lawyer  angrily, 
and  placing  his  hand  upon  the  bell. 

'  Yes  !  You  shall  hear  from  my  solicitors, 
and  I  can  only  express  my  pity  for  a  man 
condemned  to  earn  his  living  in  such  a  dirty 
fashion  as  yourself,'  and  with  this  parting 
shot  the  baronet  took  his  departure,  just  as 
the  bell  rang  out  in  sonorous  reply  to  Mr. 
Kirk's  hand. 

'  Well,'  muttered  that  gentleman  as  he 
threw  himself  back  in  his  chair,  '  of  all  the 
obstinate,  pig-headed,  insulting  old  fools  I 
ever  came  across,  I  think  that's  the  worst. 
They  say  losing  your  temper  is  not  whist.  I 
know  it's  not  law,  and  yet  it's  many  a  year 
since  I've  been  so  downright  angry  as  I  have 
been  this  mornino;.  Pooh  !  the  idea  of  an  old 
solicitor  losing  his  temper — it's  too  ridiculous. 
Sir     Frederick    said    I    didn't    know    Lady 
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Ilallaton.  He's  right ;  she  must  be  a  clever 
womaD,  and  stands  stoutly  to  her  guns.  But 
what  can  be  the  meaning  of  it  ?  She  knows 
that  she  is  found  out^  and  that  we  shall  have 
no  trouble  in  proving  her  first  marriage. 
That  done,  her  position  crumbles  away  at 
once.  She  cannot  avoid  exposure,  whatever 
she  may  persuade  Sir  William  to  do.  By  the 
way,  I  wonder  what  she  has  persuaded  him 
to  believe.  There  it  is ;  if  I  hadn't  lost  my 
temper  I  should  have  drawn  the  whole  spe- 
cious story  from  him.  He  thinks  himself 
married,  that's  clear — and  he  don't  believe 
that  Hallaton  is.  Of  course,  that's  it — the 
artful  jade  has  denied  the  first  marriage, 
and  made  up  a  pitiful  tale  of  being  betrayed 
and  deserted,  and  now  accuses  her  betrayer 
of  endeavouring  to  extort  money  as  the  price 
of    his    silence    concerning    the   guilty   past. 
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InfTenioiis,  but  how  can  it  serve  ?  The  truth 
must  come  out  in  the  law  courts,  and  a 
woman  with  half  her  brains  would  see  that. 
Unless  to  gain  tiine  to  levant,  I  cannot  under- 
stand what  she's  drivinsf  at.' 

Mr.  Kirk  overlooked  the  desperate  efforts 
a  woman  will  make  to  save  her  position,  even 
when  the  saving  her  reputation  is  a  thing 
past  praying  for.  To  keep  the  place  she  had 
attained  in  society,  Sarah  was  prepared  to 
stick  at  nothing. 
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CHAPTER  XL 

HUSBAND    AND    WIFE 

Mr.  Kirk  had  accurately  guessed  the  distorted 
version  of  the  true  story  which  Sarah  had 
given  to  her  husband  upon  his  receiving 
notice  that  proceedings  were  about  to  be 
taken  against  her  in  the  Law  Courts.  Sir 
WilHam,  who  was  infatuated  with  his  wife, 
was  easily  induced  to  take  her  part  warmly. 
Hallaton  was  the  conventional  villain,  who, 
having  first  betrayed,  had  then  deserted  his 
victim.  She  blamed  herself  for  not  having 
made  full  confession  of  her  transgressions 
before  her  marriage,  but  pleaded  that  in  her 
weariness  and  loneliness  she  had  not  courage 
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to  reject  the  happiness  that  he  offered  her. 
It  was  only  what  she  deserved — her  sin  had 
found  her  out.  She  would  go  aAvay,  do 
whatever  he  commanded,  if  only  he  would 
forgive  the  one  deceit  she  had  ever  practised 
on  him.  She  oucrht  to  have  told  him  all  this 
long  ago ;  but  she  was  only  a  weak  woman, 
sick  of  battling  with  the  world.  Let  him  but 
forgive  her,  and  she  would  go  and  trouble 
him  no  more.  It  were  best  so ;  she  had 
abused  an  honest  man's  love,  and  was  not  fit 
to  live. 

A  farrago  of  such  fustian,  accompanied 
by  tears  and  sobs,  did  Sarah  pour  into  Sir 
William's  credulous  ears,  and  the  upshot  was 
that  the  baronet  regarded  his  wife  as  a 
cruelly  wronged  woman  ;  while  of  her  undoer 
language  failed  to  express  his  opinion,  albeit 
he  had  made  a  very  tolerable  endeavour  to 
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put  it  in  words  during  his  interview  with  Mr. 
Kirk.  Still,  though  Sarah  had  for  the  time 
imposed  upon  Sir  William's  creduhty,  she  was 
painfully  aware  that  there  was  not  an  unne- 
cessary day  to  be  lost  about  seeing  her  hus- 
band. His  collaboration  was  essential  in  the 
game  she  contemplated  playing,  and  it  was 
with  a  sense  of  relief  that  at  the  end  of  a 
week  she  saw  in  the  second  column  of  the 
Times — '  M.  X.  W. — F.  returned  ;  always  at 
home  till  noon.'  Lady  Wrensley's  determina- 
tion was  quickly  taken.  It  was  then  ten  ; 
she  would  call  in  Grafton  Street  at  half-past 
eleven.  She  knew  that  SirWilham  had  heard 
from  his  solicitors  that  though  they  could 
form  no  opinion  as  to  what  sort  of  a  case 
Mr.  Kirk  and  his  partners  had  against  Lady 
Wrensley,  yet  they  were  evidently  going  on 
with  it ;    and  it  was   hardly  to  be  supposed 
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that  a  gentleman  of  Sir  Frederick's  position 
would  bring  forv^'ard  such  a  charge  unless  he 
bond  fide  sought  relief  from  marriage  on  the 
grounds  of  the  lady  having  deliberately  com- 
mitted bigamy.  The  baronet  was  staggered, 
but  still  resolutely  refused  to  believe  anything 
against  the  woman  he  had  married.  His 
loyalty  to  the  handsome  Jezebel  who  had 
duped  him  would  have  been  touching  if  it 
had  not  been  also  foolish  ;  but  Sarah,  though 
fully  conscious  of  her  power,  knew  that  if  the 
case  was  even  talked  about  the  truth  must 
speedily  be  made  manifest,  and  that  even  Sir 
WiUiam's  eyes  would  be  opened. 

Arrived  at  Grafton  Street,  Sarah  knocked 
and  demanded  to  see  Sir  Frederick.  The 
man  hesitated  for  a  moment,  and  muttered 
that  he  would  see  if  his  master  was  dressed. 
Would  the  lady  give  him  her  name  ?     The 
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sole  reply  was  an  imperious  command  to 
show  the  lady  up ;  and  before  the  puzzled 
man  could  determine  what  he  ought  to  do 
Sarah  solved  the  difficulty  by  pushing  past 
him  and  running  upstairs.  She  knew  that  Sir 
Frederick  occupied  the  first  floor,  and  making 
a  shot  at  the  door  found  herself  in  a  cosily 
furnished  sitting-room,  where,  extended  on  a 
sofa  near  the  fire  in  lazy  enjoyment  of  a 
newspaper  and  cigar,  was  her  husband.  He 
took  no  notice  of  her  entrance  for  a  moment, 
supposing  it  to  be  his  valet,  but  started  to  his 
feet  as  the  rustle  of  her  dress  caught  his  ear. 
'  Sarah  ! '  he  ejaculated,  in  unfeigned  as- 
tonishment, as  he  gazed  at  the  handsome  and 
richly  dressed  woman  who  stood  before  him. 
Quick  as  thought  she  noted  the  glance  of 
admiration  with  which  he  paid  tribute  to  her 
superb    beauty.      Handsome   he   had    always 
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held  her,  but  he  had  never  recognised  how 
handsome  till  now.  True,  he  had  never  seen 
her  attired  as  she  was  at  present ;  for  Sarah 
had  neither  the  taste  nor  the  money  durincr 
the  brief  period  they  had  passed  together, 
nor  had  she  acquired  that  veneer  of  fashion- 
able society  which  she  now  possessed.  Still, 
his  pulse  quickened  not  a  beat  at  the  sight 
of  her.  He  regarded  her  with  the  admira- 
tion he  might  have  bestowed  on  a  picture  or 
statue  that  pleased  his  eye. 

'  Will  you  be  seated?  '  he  said  at  length, 
and  with  studied  coldness.  '  I  am  curious  to 
learn  to  what  I  owe  the  honour  of  this  un- 
expected visit.' 

She  cast  a  glance  of  insolent  triumph  at 
him  as  she  comphed  with  his  request.  She 
had  seen  men  steel  themselves  against  her 
fascinations  before  now  in  the  commencement, 
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only  to  become  more  completely  her  slaves 
than  their  weaker  brethren,  and  she  had  his 
first  glance  fresh  in  her  mind.  '  I  have  come,' 
she  said  in  low  tones,  '  because  you  once 
loved  me.  I  have  come  because  I  am  your 
wife,  and  need  forgiveness.' 

'  Wife !  And  you  dare  to  call  yourself 
such  still.  However,  as  I  am  taking  steps 
to  relieve  you  of  that  obligation— steps  you 
seem  to  have  thought  superfluous ' 

'  I  have  sinned,  but  you  cannot  wish  to 
utterly  ruin  me.  You  did  love  me  once, 
Frederick.' 

'  A  love  that  was  buried  before  I  left 
England.  To  free  you  from  the  chains  that 
bind  us  is  the  kindest  thing  I  can  do  for  you.' 

'  But  the  exposure  will  ruin  me,  and  I 
really  thought  you  were  dead,'  she  rejoined, 
raising  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
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A  contemptuous  glance  of  disbelief  shot 
across  Sir  Frederick's  face,  and  it  was  in 
sarcastic  tones,  and  with  a  shrug  of  his 
shoulders,  that  he  replied,  'And  that  after 
the  manner  of  a  Hindoo  widow  you  were 
called  upon  to  perform  the  rite  of  suttee  and 
die  also.  I  liad  not  given  you  credit  for  such 
devoted  attachment.' 

The  irony  of  his  words  stung  her,  and  it 
was  only  by  a  supreme  effort  she  succeeded 
in  controlling  her  violent  temper.  She  could 
not  yet  realise  that  her  influence  over  her 
outraged  husband  was  a  thing  of  the  past. 
If  in  the  delirium  of  passion  he  had  run 
away  with  her,  no  man  could  more  speedily 
liave  come  to  his  senses  and  recognised  his 
mistake.  A  short  love  dream  was  theirs, 
and  the  tempestuous  scenes  in  which  their 
lioneymoon  had  terminated  had  gone  far  to 
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changing  love  int(3  hate  on  liis  part.  Still 
h>arah  would  not  abandon  all  attempt  to  gloss 
over  her  misconduct. 

'  Deserted   by  you,'  she  said    slowly,  and 
takinof  no  heed  of  his  oresture  of  dissent,  '  I 
had    no   choice   but    to    take    another   name. 
The  scandal  about  my  father  was  too  recent 
and   all  the  world   knew  that  Mrs.  Hallaton 
was  the  daughter  of  a  man  who  had  broken 
the  law,  and  for  whom  the  police  were  busily 
seeking.     To  look  for  employment  in  my  own 
name  was  hopeless.     I  was  compelled  to  take 
another  ;  and   then  I  thought  you  were  gone 
— that  I  should  never  see  you  or  hear  your 
voice  again,'  and  then  Sarah  sank  gracefully 
at     lier      husband's     feet     in     an    apparent 
paroxysm  of  tears. 

He  knew  that  she  was  lying,  and  she  was 
quite  aware  that  he  did  so.     But  Sarah,  like 
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many  of  us,  was  determined  to  represent  her 
sins  in  the  most  pardonable  light — a  woman 
who  would  have  softened  murder  to  man- 
slaughter, and  died  without  acknowledging 
lier  guilt,  however  clear  the  evidence  against 
her.  He  was  lounging  with  his  back  against 
the  mantelpiece,  and  made  no  attempt  to 
raise  her  from  the  abject  attitude  she  had 
assumed. 

'  An  ingenious  fable,'  he  said  at  last. 
'  You  were  not  left  destitute  or  without 
means,  while  a  line  to  my  lawyers  would  have 
assured  you  of  my  being  alive.  Once  more — 
What  brought  you  here  ?  ' 

She  still  remained  at  his  feet,  and  looked 
such  a  touching  picture  of  shame  and  contri- 
tion as  would  have  moved  most  men  had 
they  not  known  what  Sir  Frederick  did,  that 
Sarah's  histrionic  powers  were    considerable, 
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and  that  the  whole  scene  was  a  bit  of  acting 
mentally  rehearsed  beforehand. 

'  For  the  love  you  once  bore  me  you  will 
spare  me  the  disgrace  of  going  through  the 
law  courts,'  she  said,  looking  piteously  up 
into  his  face. 

'  I  intend  to  free  myself  from  you  at  all 
costs,'  he  replied  sternly.  '  I  would  rather 
our  domestic  differences  were  not  public 
property  ;  nor  do  I  desire  to  brand  you  as 
a  bigamist,  but  there  is  no  help  for  it.' 

'  Yes,  yes,  there  is,'  she  exclaimed,  spring- 
ing to  her  feet,  and  speaking  eagerly.  '  Sir 
William  believes  he  is  married  to  me.  I 
want  nothing  from  you.  I  will  never  ask 
you  for  help  or  assistance  of  any  kind.  I 
will  never  wilhngly  cross  your  path  again. 
Grant  me   this   last  favour.     Deny  our  mar- 
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'  As  if  that  would  invalidate  it,'  he  re- 
plied. 

'  Ah,  but  who  knows  where  we  were 
married  ?  Let  us  only  both  deny  it,  and 
who  is  likely  to  ferret  out  the  registry  office 
where  it  was  performed?  Who  can  have  any 
object  in  it  ?  I  will  sign  any  paper  you 
choose  saying  that  I  was  never  married  to 
YOU,  and  that  I  have  no  claim  on  you  what- 
ever. Let  your  lawyers  draw  it  up.  Make 
it  as  binding  as  you  like — I  will  sign  it.  Xo 
one  need  know  but  our  two  selves.' 

'  Kirk  was  right,'  he  muttered  ;  then, 
raising  his  voice,  he  continued,  '  You  dare 
to  think  that  I  will  endorse  the  stupendous 
lie  that  you  have  told  Wrensley.  Do 
you  know  that  you  have  made  him  believe 
that  the  proceedings  I  am  taking  to  rid 
myself  of    a   worthless    woman    are    only    a 
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pretext  to  extort  money  ?  He  must  be  mad 
about  you  indeed  to  think  that — must  deem 
me  the  meanest  cur  that  crawls.  And  you — 
you  ask  me  to  assure  him  that  it  is  so — to 
bear  witness  to  my  own  dishonour.' 

*  I  ask  you  to  spare  me,'  she  murmured, 
at  once  recognising  the  terrible  mistake  she 
had  made  in  hinting  that  mercenary  motives 
were  tlie  reason  for  what  she  termed  her  per- 
secution. 

'  Spare  you  !  '  he  rejoined  fiercely.  '  You 
ask  me  to  sacrifice  all  men  hold  dear,  and  for 
what  ?  To  save  the  reputation  of  a  woman 
who  has  forfeited  all  claim  to  mercy.  You 
have  put  it  in  my  power,  and  I  shall  rid 
myself  of  you  at  all  costs.' 

'  I  understand,'  she  replied  defiantly. 
'  You  want  to  marry  that  white-faced  girl  at 
Exmouth.' 
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'What  has  that  to  do  with  you?'  he 
asked  roughly. 

'  A  good  deal  if  it  is  so.  She  has  been 
prudishly  brought  up,  and  miglit  hesitate  to 
take  a  divorced  husband.' 

'You  will  be  good  enough  to  leave  tliat 
lady's  name  alone.  Further  conversation  is 
useless.  Nothing  you  can  say  will  make  any 
difference.  The  law  will  sunder  us,  and  you 
will  lie  free  to  go  your  own  way.' 

'  Free  I '  she  cried.  '  Yes,  and  branded  as 
an  outcast  from  all  I  hold  dear.  Listen !  You 
liave  not  heard,  perhaps,  that  old  Lydney  has 
failed — failed  because  years  ago  some  securi- 
ties were  stolen.' 

'  I  know  all  about  that,'  he  interposed. 
'  You  need  not  repeat  that  some  old  friends 
of  mine  have  come  to  grief.' 

'  Yes,  but  YOU    don't    know   where  those 
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securities  are,  nor  that  it  is  possible  to  restore 
them.' 

'  No  ;  as  I  heard  it,  they  were  lost  years 
and  years  ago,  and  no  trace  of  them  has  ever 
been  discovered,'  rejoined  Sir  Frederick,  with 
evidently  aroused  interest. 

'  It  is  as  I  guessed,'  thought  Sarah,  quick 
to  note  the  impression  she  had  made.  '  Now, 
if  no  rubbish  about  his  honour  interferes, 
I  can  drive  a  satisfactory  bargain  with 
him.' 

'  What  would  you  give  to  the  person  who 
])laced  them  in  your  hands  P '  she  asked, 
eyeing  him  keenly. 

'  I  could  not  say  without  communicating 
with  Mr.  Lydney  ;  but  this  rest  assured — that 
the  present  possessor  of  those  securities  will 
get  more  from  him  than  from  any  one  else. 
They  are  worth  more  to  him  than  money ;  to 
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produce  them  would  be  to  vindicate  his  good 
name  and  justify  his  story.' 

The  Hush  of  exultation  that  crossed 
Sarah's  face  told  Sir  Frederick  he  had  made 
a  slight  blunder.  By  admitting  tlieir  import- 
ance he  had  enhanced  the  value  of  these 
securities,  and  the  price  demanded  for  their 
restoration  would  be,  of  course,  raised  in  pro- 
portion. 

'  You  speak  cautiously,'  she  said.  '  Not 
as  if  the  vindication  of  Mr.  Lydney's  good 
name  was  of  much  object  to  you,  and  yet  it 
should  be.' 

'  We  had  better  confine  ourselves  to  the 
securities,'  replied  Sir  Frederick,  coldly.  '  I 
don't  suppose  I  am  dealing  with  a  principal, 
and  liave  no  wish  to  ask  questions.  Say  at 
once  what  sum  is  asked,  and  you  shall  have 
an  answer  in  three  days.' 
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*  Money  won't  buy  tliem,'  she  rejoined. 
'  Accede  to  my  terms,  and  they  are  yours  if  I 
can  get  them.  Money !  What  do  I  want 
with  money?     I  have  plenty.' 

'  There  is  no  more  to  be  said,'  he  ex- 
claimed angrily.  '  Life  itself  may  be  pur- 
chased on  terms  too  daorradinor.  I  will  never 
endorse  the  lie  you  have  uttered,  nor  rest 
till  I  have  freed  myself  from  your  shameless 
self.' 

'  Then  you  sliall  never  marry  Mary  L}xl- 
ney.  She  shall  know  that  it  was  in  your 
power  to  clear  her  father's  name,  and  you 
refused.  Do  what  I  ask,  and  you  shall  be 
free.  Never  fear  that  I  shall  ever  claim  or 
acknowledge  you  as  a  husband.  We  were 
never  married,  you  understand.' 

He  stood  for  a  minute  or  two  looking 
silently  at    this    woman,  prepared    to   shrink 
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from  notliing  that  miglit  save  her  from  expo- 
sure, and  wondered  what  fate  would  have 
been  his  liad  he  been  at  her  mercy.  She 
watched  him  eagerly.  She  knew  that  unless 
slie  could  purchase  his  connivance  slie  would 
stand  forth  in  lier  true  character  of  an  utterly 
unscrupulous  adventuress.  In  her  eyes  it 
.  seemed  sucli  a  little  thing  to  forget  that  mis- 
taken marriage,  and  go  their  respective  ways 
as  if  it  had  never  been.  How  could  he 
liesitate  ?  Who  would  ever  know  anything 
about  it  if  they  themselves  ignored  it?  What 
liarm  could  there  be  in  an  innocent  lie  like 
that  slioukl  the  question  ever  be  raised  ? 

'  And  you  think,'  said  he  at  last,  '  I'm 
blackguard  enough  to  place  a  woman  in  your 
present  position  ?  Net  quite.  My  future 
you  have  notliing  to  do  with,  as  the  law  will 
speedily    convince    you.       One    thing    more. 
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Go  abroad  while  there  is  yet  time.  Bigamy, 
remember,  entails  unpleasant  consequences.' 

It  was  over ;  she  had  played  her  last 
card  and  lost.  It  was  all  finished  now,  and 
the  fruits  of  two  years'  scheming  and  in- 
triguing would  vanish  in  a  few  weeks.  Still, 
Sarah  was  defiant  to  the  last. 

'  I  give  you  three  days  to  consider,'  she 
said.  '  After  that  it  will  be  too  late,  and  you 
will  have  sacrificed  the  good  name  of  those 
whom  you  profess  to  love  for  a  foolish 
punctilio,'  and  with  a  slight  bend  of  her 
head  Sarah  swept  out  of  the  room. 

'  Xo,  punctilios  certainly  don't  trouble  her,' 
thought  Hallaton.  '  She  must  be  morally 
blind  and  destitute  of  any  sense  of  honour 
ever  to  have  dreamt  of  making  such  a  pro- 
posal. I  wonder  whether  she  has  any  know- 
ledcre  of  the  whereabouts  of  those  securities. 
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I  can't  see  how  it's  possible,  and  she  is  such 
an  unmitigated  liar  that  there  is  no  depen- 
dence to  be  placed  on  what  she  says.  I  must 
have  a  talk  with  Lydney  about  it.' 
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CHAPTEE   XLl 

SARAH  LEVANTS 

When  she  left  Grafton  Street,  bold  front  as 
slie  had  maintained  to  the  last,  Sarah  knew 
that  the  struggle  was  over,  that  the  battle 
had  gone  against  her ;  and  it  behoved  her  to 
prepare  for  that  flight  which  her  brother,  her 
husband,  and  even  the  detective  had  all  coun- 
selled. A  few  weeks,  and  her  fine  feathers 
would  be  stripped  from  her,  and  she  would 
be  proclaimed  in  open  court  to  be  no  longer 
the  fashionable  Lady  Wrensle}',  one  of  So- 
ciety's queens,  but  Sarah  Mercer,  daughter 
of  a  fraudulent  publican,  an  adventuress,  a 
bigamist,  and  a  divorcee.    She  would  await  the 
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three  days  she  had  named,  on  the  off-chance 
that  Hallaton  might  relent ;  but  she  knew 
that  it  was  useless — that  he  was  burning  to 
be  rid  of  her.  He  had  never  loved  her,  and 
was  mad  to  marry  that  white-faced  girl  at 
Exmouth.  In  her  wrath  she  had  threatened 
that  wedding  should  never  be,  but  in  her 
heart  she  knew  that  she  had  no  power  to 
prevent  it.  Why  had  Sir  Frederick  ever 
inquired  into  the  truth  of  her  decease  ?  He 
might  not,  perhaps,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that 
girl  down  in  Devonshire.  Why  had  she  been 
such  a  fool  as  to  be  photographed  ?  Her 
vanity  had  got  the  better  of  her  prudence, 
and  now  she  must  pay  the  penalty.  She  was 
learning 

What  a  tangled  web  we  weave, 
AVhen  first  we  practise  to  deceive. 

It    would    be    well    if    all    schemers    and    in- 
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triguers  could  lay  to  lieart  that  golden  aplior- 
ism  of  Junius  before  embarking  on  their 
nefarious  plots :  '  The  language  of  truth  is 
uniform  and  consistent ;  to  depart  from  it 
with  safety  requires  memory  and  discretion.'' 
Indeed,  to  proclaim  a  big  lie  requires  so  much 
of  those  two  qualities  that  it  is  to  be  Avondered 
that  so  many  people  have  the  courage  to 
utter  one. 

It  is  hard  to  say  how  these  things  come 
about,  but  since  the  days  of  King  Midas  it 
has  been  ever  so  ;  and  although,  as  was  na- 
tural, it  had  not  yet  reached  Sarah's  ears, 
already  in  Club-land  it  was  whispered  that 
there  was  a  screw  loose  about  the  Wrensley 
menage.  Solicitors  may  be  silent  as  the  grave 
about  their  clients'  affairs,  but  the  initial  steps 
of  legal  proceedings  are  necessarily  known  to 
a  good  many  people ;  and  the  germs  of  what 
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promises  to  be  a  cause  celebre  fructify  amaz- 
ingly as  the  toothsome  scandal  spreads  from 
the  Temple   to  Pall   Mall.      Eumour  in   the 
latter  locality  declared  that  there  had    been 
'  no  end  of  a  row '  in  Tyburnia,  and  that  Sir 
William  was  about  to  commence  proceedings 
in  the  Divorce  Court ;  and  the  quidnuncs  of 
St.  James's  w^ere   much  exercised  as   to  who 
was   the  partner  of  Lady  Wrensley's   trans- 
gression.    Still,  though  gossip  was  busy  with 
Sarah's  name,  yet  that  of  her  fellow-offender 
puzzled  club  smoking-rooms  exceedingly.    She 
had    borne  the  character  of  a  universal   co- 
quette,   and    the    world    had    considered    her 
flirtations  too  numerous  to  be  compromising. 

'  Lady  Wrensley  can  take  care  of  herself,' 
had  been  the  verdict  of  a  veteran  cynic  in 
Sarah's  first  season.  '  She  would  fhrt  with  an 
ourang-outang  to  gratify  her  own  vanity,  to 
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wound  that  of  one  of  her  dear  friends,  or  to 
attain  her  ends  ;  but  she  hasn't  a  heart  to 
lose,  and  is  too  much  in  love  with  Lady 
Wrensley  to  run  any  risk  of  falling  in  love 
with  any  one  else.' 

So  far  old  Audley  South  had  proved  a 
true  prophet,  and  Sarah  changed  her  admirers 
almost  as  often  as  she  changed  her  gloves. 
Was  it  not  Mazarin  who  said,  till  thirty,  no 
one  sways  such  power  as  a  pretty  woman  ; 
and,  in.  the  insolence  of  her  beauty.  Lady 
Wrensley  had  dropped  or  taken  up  her  cava- 
liers as  whim  or  self-interest  dictated.  Her 
husband  had  apparently  been  indifferent  to 
her  caprices  so  far ;  but  now,  it  seemed,  some 
one  had '  given  that  worthy  man.  Sir  Wilham, 
cause  for  much  uneasiness,'  and,  as  South 
said,  '  Who  the  devil  is  it  ?  '  The  old  gossip 
was  really  quite  put  out  at  not  being  able  to 
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answer  this  question.  He  piqued  himself 
upon  being  always  behind  the  scenes,  and 
posted  in  all  tlie  details  of  the  latest  scandal, 
be  it  what  might ;  and  here  was  a  very  fa- 
mous divorce  case  looming  in  the  future,  and 
the  name  of  tlie  male  culprit  by  no  means 
to  be  come  at.  Jocular  youngsters  made  the 
veteran's  life  bitter  to  him  by  maliciously 
appeahng  to  him  for  the  patronymic  of  Lady 
Wrensley's  lover  as  a  fact  that  he  was,  of 
course,  in  possession  of,  and  it  was  most 
exasperating  to  have  to  acknowledge  his 
ignorance  to  these  inquiring  young  men. 

Sarah  had  lately  noticed  that  her  hus- 
band's face  had  assumed  a  very  seiious  aspect. 
The  fact  was  that,  devoted  as  he  was  to  his 
wife,  his  faith  in  her  had  been  shaken.  Since 
his  interview  with  Mr.  Kirk,  his  solicitors  had 
a^^sured  him  that,  as  far  as  they  could  judge, 
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the  threatened  action  for  divorce  against  Lady 
Hallaton,  alias  Wrensley,  was  a  very  hond- 
fide  affair  indeed.  He  had  indulged  in  strong 
language,  opined,  after  his  manner,  when 
people  differed  from  him,  that  lawyers  were 
a  pack  of  '  adjectived  '  fools  ;  but,  for  all  that, 
he  began  to  have  his  misgivings.  His  solici- 
tors further  said  that,  in  compliance  with  his 
instructions,  they  had  sounded  the  adversary 
to  see  if  a  compromise  was  feasible,  but  that 
they  felt  convinced  that  no  pecuniary  offer 
w^ould  be  entertained,  and  that  the  plaintiff 
sought  relief  from  his  marriage  and  nothing 
more.  If  this  was  the  case,  then  Sarah's  story 
could  hardly  be  correct.  Hallaton  would 
certainly  not  bring  such  an  action  unless  he 
believed  himself  married.  Add  to  which, 
inquiry  had,  rather  to  his  surprise,  taught  Sir 
William    that    Hallaton,  far    from   being  the 
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needy,  unprincipled  man  that  Sarah  had  de- 
picted him,  bore  a  very  good  record;  and 
that,  barring  he  had  made  a  very  imprudent 
marriage  a  few  years  ago,  there  was  nothing 
against  him.  Pursuing  the  inquiry  further, 
Sir  Wilham  was  not  long  before  he  unearthed 
an  old  clium  wlio  recollected  tlie  story  of 
Hallaton's  fiasco. 

'Eemember  something  about  it  now — 
young  fellow  in  the  Artillery — ran  away  with 
an  innkeeper's  daughter  down  near  Exeter. 
Father  had  to  bolt  directly  afterwards  for 
runninsf  an  illicit  still.  Devil  of  a  mess  the 
young  'un  made  of  it.  His  uncle,  old  Bob 
Hallaton — nice  little  property  in  Kent,  you 
know — so  mad  about  it,  swore  he'd  cut  him 
off  with  a  shilling,  and  had  an  apoplectic  fit 
trying  to  sign  his  name — doosid  lucky  thing 
for  the  young  fellow.     He  disappeared  next 
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to  Australia  or  India,  or  some  other  place  or 
other.' 

'And  his  wife,  what  of  her?'  asked  Sir 
William. 

'  I'm  sure  I  don't  know.  Poor  old  Bob  ! 
ever  come  across  him  ?  Played  the  worst 
rubber  of  any  man  in  London — and,  by  the 
Lord,  sir,  that's  saying  a  good  deal ! ' 

As  Sir  William  walked  ruefully  home  he 
reflected  tiiat  he  never  had  known  his  wife's 
maiden  name,  that  she  sfeemed  to  have  borne 
a  20od  mauv.  and  that  there  miorht  be  more 
'  adjectived '  fools  about  than  lawyers. 

Two  out  of  the  three  days  that  Sarah  had 
allowed  lierself  were  gone,  and  she  was  busy 
completing  her  preparations  for  flight,  when  a 
letter  was  put  into  her  hand  which  at  once 
convinced  her  that  there  was  indeed  no  time 
io  be  lost.     The  letter  was  from  Sam,  and  had 
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been  brouglit  by  ]iand ;  indeed,  the  book- 
maker had  left  it  himself  after  ascertaining 
that  Lady  Wrensley  was  in.  It  was  brief,  and 
ran  thus  : — 

'  The  enclosed  cutting  is  from  the  Ex- 
mouth  Gazette^  which  was  sent  me  by  Dr. 
Xicholl.  Once  more  I  say,  8loi:)e  before  it's 
too  late.  If  you  want  any  dollars  write  to 
me. — Sam.' 

Sarah  glanced  eagerly  at  the  newspaper 
paragraph,  and  as  she  read  saw  that  her  story 
would  be  inevitably  all  over  London  before 
twenty-four  hours  were  over — might  indeed 
be  in  that  evening's  papers.  She  knew  from 
lier  previous  experience  how  such  a  para- 
graph as  the  following  would  run  the  round 
of  the  journals.  It  would  be  copied  every- 
where. 

'  Remarkable     Likeness. — Many     of     oui 
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readers  will  remember  the  romantic  elope- 
ment of  a  young  officer  of  the  Artillery,  some 
three  years  ago,  with  the  daughter  of  a  publi- 
can near  Exmouth,  a  young  lady  well  known 
for  her  great  personal  attractions.  Mr.  Type, 
the  enterprising  stationer  in  Eolle  Street, 
amongst  a  consignment  of  fancy  goods,  lately 
had  a  large  assortment  of  photographs  sent 
him.  Amoncrst  them  was  one  of  the  beauti- 
ful  Lady  Wrensley.  Those  in  Exmouth  who 
recollect  Miss  Mercer  declare  that  she  was 
the  very  image  of  the  fashionable  London 
beauty,  and  one  of  our  most  notable  citizens, 
who  knew  Miss  Mercer  intimately,  had  quite 
angry  words  with  Mr.  Type  for  persistently 
maintaining  that  the  photograph  in  his  win- 
dow was  Lady  Wrensley.  Mr.  Type  is  a  new- 
comer amongst  us,  and  therefore  we  would 
sooner  accept  the  verdict  of  Mr.  Tootell.  and 
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believ^e  that  the  photograph  is  really  that  of 
Lady  Hallaton,  nee  Mercer,  and  that  the 
name  beneath  it  was  pencilled  by  mistake. 
If  not,  we  can  only  say  there  are  two  femi- 
nine Dromios  in  the  world  at  present — and  an 
exceedingly  handsome  pair  they  are.  We 
have  excellent  authority  for  saying  that  the 
rumour  lately  current  of  Lady  Hallaton's 
death  is  without  foundation.' 

Sarah's  brow  darkened  as  she  finished. 
'  Tliat  wretched  old  busybody,  one  might  be 
sure  of  his  making  mischief  However,  it 
matters  little  ;  as  well  now^  as  a  few  days 
hence.  Frederick's  pig-headed  obstinacy  has 
ruined  me.' 

That  night  Sir  William  had  to  make  his 
wife's  excuses  for  not  attending  a  dinner  party 
to  which  they  had  been  for  some  time  en- 
gaged.     Lady  Wrensley   had,  unfortunately, 
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one  of  those  terrible  headaclies  to  wliicli  she 
was  subject,  and  he  had  been  compelled  to 
leave  her  behind.  Such  was  the  message 
Sarah's  maid  had  brought  liim  at  the  last 
moment.  She  had  declined  to  see  him,  and 
beo'cred  that  she  mio-lit  not  be  disturbed,  add- 
insf  that  it  was  her  intention  to  <zo  at  once  to 
bed.  In  all  his  experience  of  her  it  was  tlie 
first  time  that  Lady  Wrensley  had  been  thus 
afflicted. 

Sir  William  was  in  little  mood  for  society, 
and  if  he  had  consulted  his  own  inclina- 
tions would  have  dined  by  himself;  but 
the  social  treadmill  must  be  trod,  whatever 
spirits  we  may  be  in.  So  Sir  Wilham  went, 
ate,  drank,  and  if  he  did  not  make  merry, 
made  as  good  a  pretence  of  doing  so  as  he 
could  contrive.  When  he  returned  to  his  own 
home  a  little  before  midnight  he  found  a  note 
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awaiting  him  on  his  study  table.  He  recog- 
nised his  wife's  handwriting,  and  felt  at  once 
that  tlie  impending  shock  had  come  at  last, 
and  tliat  his  wife's  confession  was  in  his  hand, 
lie  was,  as  we  know,  not  altogether  unpre- 
pared for  this,  but  the  first  line  of  the  letter 
did  surprise  him. 

'  When  you  receive  this,'  she  wrote,  '  I 
sluill  be  gone.  I  will  not  stop  to  be  the  talk 
of  the  town.  I  cannot  face  tlie  cruel  ordeal 
of  a  Avitness-box,  nor  bear  the  hectoriuix  of 
law^^ers.  I  liave  stooped  to  see  Hallaton  my- 
self;  but  he  is  relentless  ;  he  refuses  to  aban- 
don legal  proceedings.'  Then  came  several 
hues  of  high-strung  penitence  for  having  de- 
ceived him  in  tlie  first  instance,  with  a  repe- 
tition of  the  former  farrago  of  not  having 
courage  to  dash  the  cup  of  happiness  from  her 
lips,  finally  winding  up  with  a  pathetic  trust 
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that  they  should  meet  in  happier  times,  and 
signing  herself  '  Your  loving  Wife.' 

Convinced  though  she  was  that  the  game 
was  up,  3^et  Sarah  could  not  bring  herself  to 
make  a  frank  confession.  She  stuck  to  the 
embroidered  version  she  had  previously  given, 
although  Sir  William  must  at  once  recognise 
the  fraud  of  which  she  had  been  fj^uiltv.  If 
she  were  not  married  to  Sir  Frederick,  what 
had  she  to  be  afraid  of?  Her  very  flight 
was  tacit  admission  of  thetrutli  of  the  charge, 
and  a  natural  step  for  her  to  take  under  the 
circumstances.  Although  the  servants  were 
as  yet  unaware  of  it,  inquiry  speedily  elicited 
the  fact  that  Lady  Wrensley  had  fled.  She  had 
announced  her  intention  of  going  to  bed  about 
nine,  and  given  strict  orders  that  she  was  not 
to  be  disturbed  until  the  morning,  and  had 
then  probably   let  herself  out   of  the   house 
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while  the  servants  were  at  supper.  Be  that 
as  it  may,  there  was  no  doubt  about  the  fact 
that  Lady  Wrensley  had  disappeared. 

As  she  had  anticipated,  the  paragraph 
from  the  Exmouth  paper  was  widely  copied, 
and  the  cause  of  much  comment  among  the 
clubs  of  Pall  Mall.  Audley  South,  indeed, 
was  driven  to  the  very  verge  of  desperation 
by  this  new  phase  of  what  he  angrily  termed 
'  the  Wrensley  mystery.'  Here  she  was  about 
to  appear  in  the  Divorce  Court,  and  now  it 
seemed  doubtful  whether  she  was  Lady 
Wrensley  at  all !  Who  the  deuce  was  she  ? 
Was  she  Lady  Hallaton,  or  was  she  Lady 
Wrensley  ?  '  Is  she  neither,  or  both  ?  Ton 
my  word,  it's  like  a  double  acrostic,  and  1 
give  it  up  ! '  And  then,  to  complete  the  old 
gobe-mouches'  discomfiture,  came  the  news  that 
Lady  Wrensley   had    fled    the    country,    and 
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once    more    arose   that   uiisolvable   question  : 
Who  was  the  partner  of  her  flight  ? 

No  man,  perhaps,  was  more  interested  in 
the  Wrensley  case  than  our  old  friend  Dicky 
Chives.  It  may  seem  strange  that  Dicky  had 
not  recognised  Sarah,  but  it  must  be  borne 
in  mind  that  he  was  not  a  society  man  for 
one  thing,  and  so  had  not  met  with  Lady  ' 
Wrensley ;  secondly,  that  tliough  he  had 
seen  Miss  Mercer,  it  had  only  been  upon 
some  two  or  three  occasions,  and  he  had 
brought  away  from  Devonsliire  no  very  dis- 
tinct remembrance  of  the  pretty  girl  he  had 
seen  on  Exmouth  cricket  ground  ;  while, 
veiled  as  she  had  been  that  night  at  the  rail- 
way station,  Dicky  would  certainly  not  have 
known  who  it  was  had  he  not  been  told  by 
the  doctor  ;  and  though  he  had  more  than 
once  seen  Lady  Wrensley 's  photograph  in  the 
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shop  windows,  it  had  merely  awakened  a 
hazy  idea  in  his  mind  that  he  must  have  met 
lier  on  some  former  occasion.  Captain  Chives 
at  this  present  was  on  his  way  down  to  Oak- 
lands,  with  a  view  to  assisting  in  the  destruc- 
tion of  some  of  Hallaton's  partridges,  and 
fortifying  himself  for  the  remainder  of  his 
journey  with  a  comfortable  lunch  at  the 
United  Flaffs. 
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CHAPTEE  XLII 

JOE    MERCER    REFUSES   TO    SPEAK 

The  paragraph  quoted  from  the  Exinouth 
paper  puzzled  Chives  amazingly.  He  had 
believed  Lady  Hallaton  to  be  dead  ;  and  yet, 
if  there  was  any  truth  in  this  story,  that  could 
liardly  be  the  case.  At  all  events,  there  was 
little  doubt  that  Hallaton  would  see  the  re- 
port, and  surely  would  speak  of  it  during  his 
visit.  '  If  not,'  thought  Dicky,  '  I  will  just 
ask  him  if  he  has  seen  it.  Considering  what 
a  queer  marriage  it  was,  and  I  believe  a  most 
unhappy  one,  it  is  rather  a  delicate  subject  to 
touch  on.  Still,  I  think  I  may  go  that  length, 
and  then  it  will  be  for  him  to  continue  tlie 
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subject.  Master  Fred  is  not  the  fellow  to 
stand  mucli  cross-questioning  on  a  subject  he 
don't  wish  to  talk  about ;  and  whether  she  is 
living  or  not,  they  were  on  those  terms  that 
would  make  all  reference  to  her  painful. 
Now  it's  pointed  out  to  me  I  do  vaguely  seem 
to  recollect  that  Miss  Mercer  was  rather  like 
those  photographs.' 

Hallaton  met  him  at  the  station,  and  as 
they  clasped  hands  said,  '  You'll  find  me  all 
alone,  Dicky,  but  I've  got  two  more  fellows 
coming  to-morrow,  so  that  we  shall  be  just 
four  guns  and  a  rubber  in  the  evening — what 
I  call  the  perfection  of  a  bachelor  shooting 
party.  I  thought  to-night  you  and  I  could 
have  a  long  talk  over  old  times,  and  to- 
morrow I've  got  to  show  you  the  house  and 
grounds,  and  so  on,  you  know.  But  don't 
think  I'm  playing  it  low  on  you.      I've  lots 
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of   birds,    and    they've    hardly    been  touched 
yet.' 

Dicky  laughed  as  he  rejoined,  '  Oh,  you 
and  I,  with  the  assistance  of  a  "  roofer,"  the 
"Eacing  Calendar,"  and  old  memories,  can 
always  get  through  an  intellectual  evening. 
As  for  the  httle  brown  cusses,  there'll  be 
plenty  of  time  to  knock  them  about.  The 
turnips  are  high,  and,  the  Lord  be  praised, 
there  have  been  no  early  frosts  to  speak  of,' 
concluded  Captain  Chives  piously. 

That  night  in  the  smoking-room,  when 
the  talk  had  grown  confidential,  as  it  is  wont 
to  do  between  two  old  chums  over  the 
evening  tobacco.  Chives  at  length  asked  if 
Hallaton  had  seen  '  this  paragraph  in  the 
papers  about  himself.' 

'  I  don't  want  to  ask  questions,  old  man, 
although    I    own    I    am  fairly  puzzled ;    but 
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as  this  thing  concerns  you,  you  certainly 
ought  to  see  it,  if  you  haven't  abeady  done 
so.' 

Hallaton  took  the  paper,  and  glanced  over 
it.  '  No,'  he  said,  '  I  missed  this  somehow 
yesterday.  You  may  as  well  know  at  once 
what  all  the  world  will  know  shortly.  There's 
not  much  marvel  about  the  likeness,  Dicky ; 
they're  the  same  woman.  Lady  Hallaton's 
death  was  a  fiction.  On  the  contrary,  while 
I  was  abroad  she  married  Wrensley.  I 
honestly  believed  her  dead  when  I  told  you 
it  was  the  case.  As  it  is,  I  trust  to  be  a  free 
man  again  as  soon  as  the  law  can  make  me 
so.  Now,  please,  we'll  dismiss  the  subject. 
It's  not  one,  as  you  may  guess,  that  I  care  to 
talk  upon.' 

They  smoked  on  for  some  minutes  in 
silence,  and  then  Hallaton  said,  '  It's  an  odd 
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thing  ;  but,  as  you  know,  what  brought  old 
Lydney  to  grief  was  mainly  the  loss  of  a  lot 
of  securities  which  had  been  deposited  with 
him.  They  were  supposed  to  have  been  stolen 
some  years  ago.' 

'  I  know  the  whole  story,'  said  Chives. 

'  Well,  I've  had  one  interviCAv  with  Lady 
Hallaton  since  my  return.  It  Avasn't  exactly 
a  peaceful  one,  I  can  tell  you.  She's  a  hot- 
tempered  woman,  and  in  her  wrath  she  de- 
clared she  knew  where  those  securities  were, 
and  could  recover  them  if  she  liked.  Now, 
I'm  inclined  to  think  that  she  spoke  the  truth, 
but  I'm  equally  convinced  nothing  would  in- 
duce her  to  tell  me  anything  with  regard  to 
their  whereabouts  ;  but  it  strikes  me  that  her 
father  must  know  also,  and  I  think  it  hkely 
that  he  might  be  induced  to  listen  to  reason 
if  one  could  only  get  at  him.' 
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'Xotliing  easier,'  rejoined  Chives.  'For 
once  you've  consulted  tlie  right  man.  I  be- 
lieve the  old  fellow  to  be  working  a  betting 
office  in  Boulogne,  laying  fabulous  prices 
about  treble  events  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ; 
but  Sam  Mercer,  the  bookmaker,  is  rather  a 
pal  of  mine.  I  did  liim  a  good  turn  some 
while  ago  at  Newmarket.  I  and  the  doctor 
liappened  to  chip  in  and  save  him  from  being 
robbed,  and  he  has  never  forgotten  it. 
Through  him  I've  no  doubt  we  could  get  at 
old  Mercer.' 

'That  will  do,'  said  Hallaton.  'The  old 
man  was  always  keen  to  turn  a  penny,  and  for 
a  consideration  I  fancy  would  part  with  the 
papers  if  he  had  them,  or  at  all  events  tell  us 
what  he  knows  about  them.' 

'  Can  but  try,'  said  Chives  ;  '  but,  by  Jove, 
from  all  I  heard  at  the  time,  if  anybody  could 
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restore  those  papers  to  Lydney  he'd  be  doing 
him  a  wonderful  turn.' 

Chives  said  no  more  ;  in  his  heart  of 
hearts  he  did  not  think  there  was  the  re- 
motest chance  of  anything  coming  of  it.  The 
securities  had  been  lost  years  ago,  and  the 
sole  grounds  for  even  supposing  they  were 
still  in  existence  was  the  word  of  an  angry 
woman.  A  woman  in  a  temper — or,  for  the 
matter  of  that,  a  man  either — is  reckless  of 
speech,  and  likely  to  say  a  good  deal  more 
than  she  means  or  can  substantiate.  However, 
there  could  be  no  harm  in  his  writincp  to  Sam 
Mercer,  and,  that  having  been  determined  on, 
the  pair  separated  for  the  night. 

The  bookmaker  was  accordingly  commu- 
nicated with  the  next  day,  and  Hallaton 
awaited  somewhat  anxiously  what  the  reply 
might   be.      It   came   in    due   course.     Sam 
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replied  that  he  of  course  knew  all  particulars 
of  Mr.  Lydiiey's  failure,  that  the  robbery  was 
committed  before  he  was  born,  that  he  knew 
nothing  about  it,  and  could  not  imagine  that 
his  father  did  either,  but  he  had  written  to 
ask  him.  Before  the  termination  of  Chives's 
visit  another  letter  was  received  from  the 
bookmaker,  in  wliich  he  said  that  his  father 
remembered  the  robbery  perfectly,  that  he 
had  seen  the  securities  not  very  long  ago,  but 
they  were  not  in  his  possession. 

'  I  tell  you  what,  old  man,'  said  Chives,  as 
he  handed  the  letter  across  to  Hallaton, '  we're 
not  on  a  wild-goose  chase  after  all.' 

'  No,'  replied  the  latter  ;  '  this  pretty  well 
confirms  what  I  suspected,  tliat  the  deeds  are 
still  in  existence,  and  that  Mr.  Mercer  senior 
knows  where  they  are.  You  notice  he  only 
says  they  are  not  in  his  possession.     Now,  I 
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suppose,  there's  only  one  way  to  speak  to  him, 
and  that's  to  ask  him  how  much  he  wants  to 
open  his  mouth.' 

'  Let's  think  it  over  a  bit,'  rephed  Chives. 
'  You're  right,  I'll  lay  odds.  All  we've  got  is 
to  consider  how  best  to  get  at  him.' 

'  I've  thought  of  all  that,'  said  Hallaton. 
'  Situated  as  I  am,  I  don't  think  it  would  be 
very  politic  for  me  to  make  advances.  You 
see  the  old  man  thinks  no  end  of  his  daughter. 
He  is  sure  to  take  her  part  when  he  finds  we 
are  about  to  separate.  When  you  go  back, 
if  you  would  see  Sam  Mercer  on  your  way 
through  town  I  think  you  might  come  to  an 
arrangement  with  him,  keeping  my  name  well 
in  the  background.' 

Chives  considered  for  a  minute  or  two, 
and  then  said,  '  All  right  ;  111  do  the  best  I 
can ;  but  remember,  if  the  old  man  thinks  a 
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lot  of  his  daughter,  Sam  is  exceedingly  fond 
of  his  sister.  Still,  this  is  nothing  to  do  with 
you  that  I  can  see.  It's  a  matter  of  restitu- 
tion to  Lydney.  There'll  be  no  need  to  men- 
tion you  in  the  matter,  which  luckily  I  have 
not  done  so  far.' 

The  artilleryman's  visit  came  to  an  end, 
and  as  lie  wished  his  host  good-bye  at  the 
station  he  said : 

'  Thanks,  old  man,  for  a  very  pleasant 
visit,  and  I  think  we  may  fairly  claim  to  have 
given  the  partridges  a  dusting.  I'll  see  about 
your  business  to-morrow,  and  let  you  know 
as  soon  as  I've  seen  Sam  Mercer.' 

Some  two  or  three  days  afterwards  Chives 
wrote  to  report  the  result  of  his  embassy, 
and  Hallaton  was  not  a  little  disappointed 
at  the  result.  Dicky  said  that  he  had  met 
with  no  difficulty  with  Sam.     The  bookmaker 
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was  honestly  desirous  to  help  Mr.  Lydney 
if  he  could. 

'  The  trouble,'  wrote  Chives,  '  is  with 
old  Mr.  Mercer.  He  makes  no  bones 
about  it.  The  deeds  are  all  right,  and 
though  he  has  not  got  them  he  knows 
where  they  are.  It  isn't  a  question  of  money. 
The  old  man  says  the  secret  is  not  his,  and 
that  he  will  have  no  more  to  do  with  it ; 
it  has  cost  him  dear  enough  as  it  is.  It's 
hard  upon  him  to  end  his  days  in  a  foreign 
land,  from  all  of  which  Sam  Mercer  says  we 
may  infer  the  old  'un  don't  take  kindly  to 
French  wines  and  cookery.  But  what  the 
deuce  these  papers  had  to  do  with  his 
setting  up  a  private  distillery  he  can't 
guess.' 

Hallaton  had  been  too  sanguine ;  it  had 
not  occurred  to  him  that  Chives  would  fail 
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in  bis  mission,  and  now  things  were  ap- 
parently at  a  deadlock.  If  Joe  Mercer  was 
not  to  be  made  to  speak,  then  all  clue  was 
lost.  He  had  no  idea  in  what  direction  to 
continue  his  inquiries.  Then  he  thought 
the  sooner  he  went  down  to  Exmouth  the 
better.  He  had  hoped  to  have  taken  those 
securities  down  with  him,  but  as  that  was 
not  to  be,  the  sooner  the  unexpected  dis- 
covery of  Lady  Hallaton  and  his  present 
position  was  explained  the  better.  That 
paragraph,  too,  had  doubtless  been  seen  by 
the  Lydneys,  who  would  probably  draw  the 
same  inference  that  Chives  had  done,  to  wit, 
that  his  wife  was  still  alive.  What  would 
Mary  think  of  it  ?  He  had  told  her  he  was 
free,  and  if  rumour  was  to  be  trusted  he 
had  lied  ;  it  was  no  time  for  writinor  now  ; 
if  an  explanation  w^as  to  be  made  by  letter. 
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it  should  have  been  clone  long  since.  No, 
he  must  go  down  to  Exniouth  himself,  and 
tell  his  story  in  person.  Another  thing,  too  ; 
the  banker  ought  to  be  told  that  those  securi- 
ties were  still  in  existence,  and  that  Mercer 
knew  of  their  whereabouts.  It  was  possible 
that  Mr.  Lydney  might  see  his  way  to  follow- 
ing up  the  clue  which  Hallaton  w^as  fain 
to  confess  was  beyond  him.  The  sooner  he 
was  off  the  better  ;  it  could  not  be  very 
long  now  before  '  Hallaton  versus  Hallaton  ' 
figured  in  the  papers,  and  it  was  as  well 
the  Lydney s  should  hear  the  story  from  his 
own  lips  before  that  happened. 

Having  put  up  at  his  old  quarters  at 
the  Beacon,  Hallaton  speedily  sallied  forth 
to  call  upon  the  banker.  He  determined 
to  ask  for  Mr.  Lydney  in  the  first  instance, 
and  tell  him  his  story  before  asking  to  see 
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Mary.  The  banker  received  him  with  marked 
coldness.  He  had  been  not  a  httle  puzzled 
by  that  paragraph  in  the  local  paper.  If 
he  had  not  had  Sir  Frederick's  assurance 
that  his  wife  was  dead  from  his  own  lips, 
he  would  never  have  supposed  it  ;  but, 
jealous  as  he  had  grown  of  his  fellows' 
bearing  towards  him,  prone  as  he  was  to 
take  offence  at  an  imaginary  insult,  yet  on 
this  occasion  he  had  been  far  more  forbear- 
ing than  his  daughter.  He  had  rather  pooh- 
poohed  the  paragraph  altogether,  said,  '  if 
you  believed  all  you  saw  in  the  papers  you 
would  fall  into  no  end  of  mistakes '  ;  that 
'  this  was  only  a  mare's-nest  of  that  old  fool 
Tootell's  finding.'  But  Mary  had  declined  to 
discuss  the  question,  saying,  '  We'll  not  talk 
of  it,  father  ;  if  Frederick  made  any  mistake 
in  what  he  told  me,  I  must  bear  it  as  best 
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I  can,  but  I'll  take  care  that  there  shall 
be  no  mistakes  in  future.' 

Mr.  Lydney  did  not  pursue  the  subject, 
for,  gentle  though  she  was,  he  knew  his 
daughter  could  be  very  determined  on  a 
point  like  this.  He  listened  with  consider- 
able dismay  to  Sir  Frederick's  statement. 
He  had  no  doubt  of  the  baronet's  good 
faith  ;  but  he  had  so  made  up  his  mind 
that  this  newspaper  report  was  all  rubbish, 
it  was  a  sore  disappointment  to  find  how 
much  truth  there  was  in  it.  Then,  no  man 
cares  to  see  his  proposed  son-in-law  figure 
in  such  a  cause  ceVebre  as  Hallaton's  case 
was  likely  to  be. 

'  No,  Sir  Frederick,'  he  said,  in  answer 
to  the  young  man's  request  to  see  Miss 
Lydney.  '  I  don't  think  Mary  would  see 
you   if  she   was   aware    of    your    story ;    at 
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all  events,  I  don't  wish  her  to  do  so  until 
this  business  is  over.  You  must  see  your- 
self that  it's  impossible.' 

'  I  bow  to  your  decision,'  replied  the 
baronet ;  'but  this  miserable  business  once 
finished  with,  I  demand  to  hear  mv  fate 
from  Mary's  own  lips.  Xow,  I've  one  thing 
more  to  tell  you.  Every  one  knows  that  your 
misfortunes  were  brought  about  through  being 
robbed  of  a  lot  of  valuable  securities.  Those 
securities  are  still  existing,  and  their  where- 
abouts is  known  to  old  Joe  Mercer.' 

'  What  ?  '  exclaimed  the  banker,  '  the 
man    who    kept    the    old   Dragon   Inn  ;    the 

man   whose    daughter '     And    here   Mr. 

Lydney  stopped  abruptly,  as  Hallaton  nodded 
assent.  '  Good  God  !  you  don't  say  so  ?  ' 
he  continued  ;  '  to  recover  those  would  set 
me    straight    before    the   world.      Where   is 
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old  Mercer  ?  1  know  him  well.  He  used 
to  bank  with  me — indeed,  he  had  a  balance 
in  my  hands  when  the  bank  stopped  ]^ayment.' 

'  I  don't  know  whether  you  can  do  any- 
thing with  him,'  replied  Sir  Frederick  ;  '  he 
is  living  at  present  in  Boulogne.  He  says 
he  knows  where  those  missing  papers  are. 
but  that  it  is  not  his  secret,  and  he  declines 
to  say  more.  I  hoped  perhaps  that  this 
alone  would  give  you  some  clue.' 

'  I  must  think — I  must  think,'  rejoined 
Mr.  Lydney,  evidently  much  excited.  '  Yes — 
yes  ;  he  ran  away  just  about  the  time  I 
was  so  ill.  I  remember  I  bought  all  his 
tables,  but  my  head  was  so  confused.  Who 
was  it  told  me  to  buy  those  tables  ?  Go, 
go !  I  must  talk  to  Mary  about  all  this. 
She  will  know  better  than  I  do  what  took 
place.     You  won't  leave  Exmouth  till  you've 
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seen  me  again.  Yes,  yes,  I  must  talk  to 
Mary; 

Sir  Frederick  rose  and  took  his  leave, 
but  he  Avas  so  struck  by  Mr.  Lydney's  ex- 
citement that  he  told  the  servant  who  let 
liim  out  she  had  better  let  Miss  Lydney 
know  that  her  father  wanted  her  at  once ; 
and  as  he  walked  away  the  baronet  could 
not  refrain  from  thinking  that  Mr.  Lydney 
was  a  little  off  his  head  on  the  subject  of 
those  papers. 

'  Daresay  I've  put  my  foot  in  it,'  he 
muttered.  '  I  never  ought  to  have  alluded 
to  the  subject.    Cracked  on  it,  no  doubt.' 


VOL.    III.  N 


178  WITHOUT  LOVE   OR  LICENCE 


CHAPTEE  XLHI 

'  I    SHOULD   SEND   FOR   TOOTELL  ' 

Mary  was  seriously  frightened  at  the  con- 
dition in  which  she  found  her  father.  Since 
the  day  Mr.  Abrams  had  called,  and  en- 
deavoured to  buy  the  tables,  she  had  not 
seen  him  in  such  a  state  of  excitement.  Dr. 
Meadows  had  warned  her  that  all  allusion  to 
the  events  just  preceding  his  illness  ought  to 
be  strictly  avoided.  She  had  been  very 
careful  not  to  recur  to  them  herself,  more 
especially  after  witnessing  the  results  of  Mr. 
Abrams'  visit.  Now  it  was  evident  that  Sir 
Frederick  must  have  touched  upon  the  for- 
bidden topics,  and  the  effect  upon  Mr.  Lydney 
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was  most  unfortunate.  He  was  very  agitated, 
and  would  talk  about  nothinsf  but  the  lost 
securities.  She  had  done  wrong  to  sell  those 
tables.  Was  she  certain  they  had  been  tlio- 
roughly  searched  .^  If  only  he  hadn't  broken 
down.  Then  he  alluded  to  the  confession, 
and  the  pig-headed  obstinacy  of  the  chaplain, 
who  had  declined  to  show  it  to  any  one,  but 
said  that  he  should  deliver  it  to  the  person  to 
whom  it  was  addressed,  as  soon  as  he  could 
discover  his  whereabouts.  This  was  the  first 
that  Mary  had  heard  of  the  confession,  and 
when  she  ventured  to  ask  him  who  that  person 
was,  her  father  replied  that  the  chaplain  had 
refused  to  tell  them  even  that.  In  vain,  after 
a  time,  Mary  sought  to  turn  the  conversation. 
It  was  useless  ;  her  father  would  talk  of  nothing 
else,  and  became  irritable  in  the  extreme 
when  she  endeavoured  by  her  monosyllabic 

N  2 
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replies  to  put  an  end  to  all  talk  between  them. 
In  the  course  of  the  afternoon,  Miss  Lydney 
sent  a  message  to  Dr.  Meadows,  asking  him  to 
look  in  ;  and  the  doctor  empliatically  reiterated 
his  former  orders. 

It  was  some  time,  however,  before  Mr. 
Lydney  could  be  pacified,  and  it  was  not  until 
he  had  rummaged  through  his  despatch-box, 
found  the  letter  from  the  Ditchwood  doctor, 
and  handed  it  over  to  his  daughter,  that  he 
was  prevailed  upon  to  drop  the  subject  ;  but 
one  thing  he  insisted  up)on,  that  he  should  see 
Sir  Frederick  again  before  he  left  Exmouth. 
Whatever  had  taken  place  between  them, 
Mary  could  have  no  doubt  it  was  some  allusion 
of  Hallaton's  that  had  recalled  the  memories 
of  the  old  trouble.  Mr.  Lydney  in  his  excite- 
ment had  omitted  to  make  any  mention  of 
Joe  Mercer,  but  had  confined  himself  strictly 
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to  the  hiding-place  of  the  missing  paper s« 
The  whole  story  had  a  singular  fascination 
for  Mary,  to  say  nothing  of  the  great  import- 
ance it  might  be.  Her  father  had  given  her 
to  understand  that  it  would  make  a  great 
pecuniary  difference  to  them ;  but,  far  above 
that,  it  would  clear  his  name  to  all  the  world, 
and  convince  his  enemies  that,  though  un- 
fortunate, he  had  never  been  dishonourable- 
She  did  not  know  what  to  do.  She  wanted 
some  one  to  advise  her.  If  it  had  not  been 
for  that  unfortunate  paragraph,  she  would 
naturally  have  summoned  Fred  Hallaton  to 
her  side.  Mr.  Lydney,  after  the  manner  of 
a  man  intensely  preoccupied  with  his  own 
affairs,  had  utterly  forgotten  hers.  He  had 
volunteered  no  account  of  Haliaton's  explana- 
tion. He  would  talk  about  nothing  but  the  lost 
papers.     She  was  still  in  ignorance  of  whether 
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it  was  true  that  Lady  Hallaton  was  alive  or  not. 
What  she  ought  to  do  perplexed  Mary  much. 
It  was  quite  clear  that  lier  father  would  not 
be  well  enough  to  see  Eir  Frederick,  while 
under  the  circumstances  it  was  rather  awk- 
ward to  ask  him  to  call  upon  herself.  Still, 
he  must  be  in  possession  of  some  information 
which  it  behoved  her  to  know,  or  else  what 
could  he  have  said  that  had  so  thoroughly 
upset  her  father  ?  She  could  not  think  what 
steps  to  take  even  now,  and  certainly  ought 
not  to  neglect  any  chance  of  procuring  further 
knowledge  on  the  subject,  be  it  ever  such  a 
s^rap.  Mary  Lydney,  indeed,  had  plenty  to 
trouble  her  just  now.  She  was  anxious  about 
her  father's  health,  and  equally  so  not  to 
throw  away  a  chance  of  solving  the  riddle  of 
the  securities,  if  that  were  possible.  Worried 
by  these  thoughts,  she  went  into  her  boudoir, 
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and,  for  the  hundredth  time,  opened  and  care- 
fully examined  the  two  tables.  No,  she  could 
see  no  trace  of  a  spring,  or  anything  to  in- 
dicate that  there  was  a  secret  drawer  or  com- 
partment in  either  of  them.  There  was  only 
one  thing  for  it :  she  must  see  Sir  Frederick 
herself.  She  would  write  to  him  a  formal 
note,  asking  him  to  call  upon  her,  and  give 
him  clearly  to  understand  that  it  was  solely 
upon  a  matter  of  business.  His  advice  ob- 
tained, and  that  interview  over,  then  she  must 
act  for  herself.  She  had  never  doubted  that 
that  paragraph  was  true  all  along  ;  and  had 
it  not  been,  her  father  would  surely  have 
mentioned  it.  So  she  sat  down  and  wrote  a 
formal  little  note,  in  which  Miss  Lydney  pre- 
sented her  compliments,  and  all  was  penned 
as  if  they  had  barely  the  pleasure  of  each 
other's  acquaintance. 
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If  Fred  Hallaton  was  not  very  well  pleased 
upon  receiving  this  note,  it  would  be  useless 
to  say  that  he  was  not  prepared  for  it.  He 
had  hardly  hoped  to  have  seen  Mary  at  all, 
but  he  quite  understood  that  their  intervieAv 
was  to  be  formal  and  strictly  confined  to 
business,  though  what  that  business  could  be 
puzzled  him  not  a  httle.  In  his  anxiety  about 
his  love  affair  with  Mary  Lydney,  he  for  the 
time  forgot  the  interests  of  her  father.  When 
the  banker  had  said  he  must  see  him  again 
before  he  left  the  town  he  imagined  it  would 
be  in  reference  to  his  engagement  with  Mary, 
and  now  puzzled  his  brains  as  to  whether 
Mary's  deciding  to  see  him  herself  was  a  good 
or  an  evil  omen.  Upon  the  whole  he  thought 
the  former.  If  she  were  wholly  inexorable 
she  would  have  avoided  a  farewell.  Lovers' 
mistakes    so   often    right   themselves    during 
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these  assumed  final  partings.  He,  of  course, 
sent  a  line  in  reply,  saying  that  he  would  do 
himself  the  honour,  &c.,  of  calling  the  next 
day  at  the  hour  named — in  short,  worded 
punctiliously  after  the  manner  of  her  own 
missive. 

]\Iiss  Lydney  received  him  at  the  time 
appointed  in  her  own  boudoir,  and  from  the 
ceremonious,  though  crraceful,  bow  with  which 
she  greeted  him,  Hallaton  saw  that  he  was 
expected  to  keep  strictly  within  the  prescribed 
limits. 

'I  have  asked  you  to  call.  Sir  Frederick, 
because  I  want  to  ask  your  advice  for  one 
thing,  and,  secondly,  to  learn  from  yourself 
what  knowledge  you  have  about  a  matter  of 
the  greatest  importance  to  us.  My  father's 
health  must  be  my  excuse  for  troubling  you. 
He  gets  so  dreadfully  excited  on  the  subject 
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that  Dr.  Meadows  lias  forbidden  all  conver- 
sation about  it  before  him.' 

Her  tones  had  been  somewhat  unsteady  at 
starting,  but  his  quiet  conventional  manner 
reassured  her,  and  they  were  steady  enough 
by  this. 

'  You  are  aware  that  our  misfortunes  are 
all  owing  to  the  loss  of  some  securities  a  long 
while  ago.  Let  me  tell  you  the  whole  story,' 
and  forthwith  Mary  commenced  to  relate  the 
history  of  the  lost  papers  as  far  as  she  knew 
it.  She  told  him  how  nothing  had  been  heard 
of  them  for  years ;  how  that  the  robbery  was 
attributed  to  a  young  member  of  the  family, 
but  what  relative  she  did  not  know,  who  had 
rooms  in  the  bank,  disappeared  at  the  time, 
and  had  never  been  heard  of  since.  Then 
she  showed  him  the  remarkable  letter  that 
her  father  had  received  from  the  Ditchwood 
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doctor ;  how,  in  consequence  of  that  letter, 
her  father  at  the  sale  at  the  old  Dragon 
had  bought  all  the  tables  put  up,  with  one 
exception,  but  how,  though  they  had  been 
carefully  searched,  nothing  had  been  found. 
How  her  father,  with  the  germs  of  fever  on 
him,  had  then  hurried  off  to  the  bedside  of, 
he  supposed,  this  long- missing  relative,  only 
to  find  it  tenanted  by  the  dead  body  of  a 
notorious  burglar  well  known  to  the  police. 
The  man  had  died  in  consequence  of  injuries 
received  in  a  railway  accident,  and  he  it  was 
who  through  the  doctor  had  sent  the  message 
concerning  the  whereabouts  of  the  lost  papers  ; 
the  man,  too,  had  further  made  a  long  state- 
ment which  the  chaplain  had  taken  down  in 
writing,  but  that  gentleman  said  that  the 
paper  was  not  addressed  to  Mr.  Lydney,  and 
declined  to  communicate  its  contents  to  any 
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one,  saying  that  he  did  not  consider  himself 
justified  in  doing  so,  and  that  he  should  only 
surrender  the  paper  into  the  hands  of  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  addressed,  and  who 
that  person  was  he  declined  to  say.  '  Worry 
and  travelling,  when  he  was  utterly  unfitted 
for  it,  threw  my  father,'  continued  Miss  Lydney, 
'  into  a  violent  fever,  from  the  effects  of  which 
he  has  never  really  recovered.  He  was  de- 
lirious part  of  the  time,  but  it  was  long  before 
he  was  fit  to  attend  to  business ;  add  to  wliich 
the  clue  seemed  totally  lost,  the  tables  had 
been  vainly  searched  by  himself,  and  during 
his  illness  I  disposed  of  most  of  them,  but  I 
have  kept  those  two,'  and  she  pointed  to  the 
pair  that  stood  in  the  room. 

'  It's  a  most  extraordinary  story,'  said 
Hallaton,  now  deeply  interested. 

'  Still   more   so,  you   will  say,   when  you 
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hear  what  I  am  now  gomg  to  tell  you. 
Smgiilarly  enough,  during  the  last  few  weeks, 
we  have  had  two  men  endeavouring  to  pur- 
chase those  tables.  One  was  Abrams,  a  Jew^ 
furniture  broker,  who  exasperated  my  father 
much  by  his  persistence  ;  the  other  one,  Mr. 
Tootell,  an  inquisitive  busybody,  well  known 
in  the  town.' 

'  I  know  him,'  interposed  Hallaton,  briefly. 

'  Xow,  though  it  was  curious  that  Mr. 
Abrams  should  wish  to  buy  the  tables,  still 
they're  all  in  his  line  ;  but  why  Mr.  Tootell 
should  be  anxious  to  purchase  them  I  can't 
conceive.  Can  you  suggest  any  explanation 
of  the  mystery  P  Can  you  tell  me  if  there  is 
anything  to  be  done,  and  what?  ' 

'  It's  a  most  extraordinary  case,'  repeated 
Hallaton,  '  and  the  news  I've  brought  to  Mr. 
Lydney  makes  it,  if  anything,  still  more  so. 
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Mercer,  the  man  who  formerly  kept  the 
Dragon  Inn ' — and  Sir  Frederick  winced  a 
little  as  lie  alluded  to  his  disreputable  father- 
in-law — '  states  that  the  papers  are  in  ex- 
istence, and  that  he  knows  in  whose  pos- 
session they  are,  but  he  says  it's  not  his  secret; 
and  nothing  will  induce  him  to  say  anything 
more.' 

'  It  is  always  the  same,'  said  Mary,  with  a 
weary  sigh  ;  '  we  seem  to  be  on  the  verge  of 
findincT  them,  and  then  seem  further  off  their 
discovery  than  ever/ 

'  Let  me  think  for  a  few  minutes,'  said 
Hallaton,  as  Mary  paused.  '  Let  us  see :  as 
far  as  the  evidence  goes  it  amounts  to  this — 
the  burglar's  message  told  Mr.  Lydney  that 
the  securities  were  in  a  table  at  the  Dragon  ; 
the  landlord  of  that  inn  declares  that  he  has 
seen  them  and  knows  where  they  are.     Now, 
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if  they  were  in  a  table  drawer  they  must  have 
been  discovered  at  the  time  of  the  sale  ;  you 
know  how  people  pull  furniture  about  and 
look  it  over  at  an  auction.  It  is  not  likely 
that  all  the  drawers  were  not  pulled  out  and 
looked  into  half  a  dozen  times  by  possible 
buyers  ;  therefore,  supposing  Mr.  Creasy  and 
Mercer  both  to  have  been  correct  in  their 
statements,  the  papers  must  have  been  re- 
moved when  the  latter  fled  from  the  old  inn.' 

'  Then  what  do  you  advise  ? '  asked  Miss 
Lydney.  '  It  seems  that  unless  Mr.  Mercer 
chooses  to  speak  we  can  do  nothing.' 

During  all  this  time  Sir  Frederick  had 
been  regarding  the  tables  with  considerable 
interest.  He  now  rose  from  his  chair,  and 
walking  across  examined  both  tables  carefully. 
Then,  turning  round,  he  said  quietly, '  I  should 
send  for  TooteU.' 


192  WITHOUT  LOVE   OR  LICENCE 

'  Mr.  Tootell ! '  cried  Mary,  in  astonish- 
ment. 

'  Yes,'  replied  Hallaton,  '  I  think  that  is 
the  first  thing  to  be  done.  It  is  possible  that 
there  may  be  some  secret  drawers  to  these 
tables,  which  have  escaped  your  scrutiny — at 
all  events,  it  would  be  something  to  ascertain 
why  Mr.  Tootell  is  so  anxious  to  become  their 
possessor ;  though  an  inquisitive  bore,  he's  a 
ojood-natured  old  fellow  at  bottom.' 

Now,  although  this  might  be  good  ad- 
vice, Mary  Lydney  was  conscious  that  it  was 
calculated  to  become  a  little  embarrassing. 
Some  short  time  must  elapse  before  a  servant 
could  return  either  with  Mr.  Tootell  or  with- 
out him,  and  this  interval  Mary  felt  would  be 
particularly  awkward.  What  were  they  to 
talk  about  ?  The  last  time  they  had  met  they 
had  been  as  good  as  pledged  to  one  another. 
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and  now  they  must  talk  platitudes.  However, 
Mary  determined  to  brave  it,  and  rang  the 
bell  to  give  instructions  that  Mr.  Tootell 
should  be  if  possible  found,  and  brought  there 
as  quickly  as  might  be. 

A  dead  silence  came  between  them  after 
the  servant's  departure.  Mary  got  so  ner- 
vous at  the  awkwardness  of  the  situation  that 
slie  felt  that  she  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and 
muttering  something  about  going  to  look  after 
her  father,  '  requested  Sir  Frederick  to  excuse 
her.'  He  rose  to  open  the  door  for  her,  but 
pausing  for  one  moment  with  his  hand  on  the 
lock,  said,  '  Miss  Lydney,  I  have  no  right  to 
speak  to  you  now,  and  can  only  implore  you 
to  believe  that  I  was  in  complete  ignorance  of 
all  the  circumstances  when  we  last  met,  and 
that  what  I  ventured  then  to  say  was  spoken 
in  all  honesty  and  sincerity.' 

VOL.  in.  o 
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Slie  made  no  reply,  but  as  she  passed 
through  the  door  gave  him  a  glance  which 
showed  that,  though  they  might  never  be 
more  to  each  other  than  they  were  then,  she 
believed  that  he  had  sinned  against  her  un- 
wittingly. 

Nearly  half  an  hour  elapsed  before  Mr. 
Tootell  made  his  appearance,  during  which 
time  Hallaton  occupied  himself  in  measuring 
the  tables  with  his  walking-stick  in  various 
ways,  and  in  tapping  them  with  his  knuckles, 
to  see  if  he  could  discover  any  traces  of  con- 
cealed drawers,  and  was  so  engaged  when 
Tootell  entered  the  room. 

He  started  when  he  saw  what  Hallaton 
was  doing.  Unintentionally  the  baronet  had 
hit  upon  the  very  best  way  of  opening  the 
business.  Mr.  Tootell  had  made  a  pretty 
fair  guess  as  to  why  he  had  been  sent  for. 
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and  directly  he  saw  what  Sir  Frederick  was 
about,  he  knew  that  he,  at  all  events,  sus- 
pected the  existence  of  a  secret  drawer,  and 
under  these  circumstances  it  was  not  likely 
that  the  tables  w^ould  be  parted  with  till  the 
mystery  was  cleared  up. 

■'  Miss  Lydney  has  sent  for  you  to  know  if 
you  can  explain  to  her  the  trick  of  these 
tables,'  said  Hallaton.  '  It  is  quite  evident 
that  they  contain  some  secret  compartment, 
of  which  she  is  ignorant.  I  can  hardly  say 
why — chiefly  because  you  were  an  old  friend 
of  ^Ir.  Mercer's,  I  think — but  it  struck  me 
you  might  understand  them.' 

'  No,  no,'  was  the  reply.  '  Old  Joe  never 
told  me  nothing.  He  treated  me  very  badly 
at  last,  as  you  may  remember.  Sir  Frederick.' 

'  The  thing  hes  in  a  nutshell,'  was  the  cool 
rep'y.     'If  you  can't  help  us,  or  won't  help 
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US,  I  shall  recommend  Miss  Lydney  to  send 
for  the  nearest  carpenter,  and  have  these 
tables  broken  up  under  her  own  eyes.' 

For  two  or  three  minutes  Tootell  remained 
silent,  during  wliich  pause  Mary  re-entered 
the  room.  Eapidly  running  matters  over  in 
his  own  mind,  Tootell  saw  at  once  that  what- 
ever discovery  was  to  be  made  would  now  in- 
evitably take  place.  His  curiosity  impelled  him 
to  be  present  at  it.     He  therefore  replied  : 

'  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  give  any  help  I 
can.     May  I  look  at  tlie  tables  ?  ' 

'  Certainly,'  said  Mary. 

After  examining  the  brass  inlaid  pattern 
attentively  for  a  little,  Tootell  observed  : 

'  These  are  not  quite  the  same  pattern, 
but  they  are  very  like  a  pair  that  I  bought  not 
long  ago,  and  wliich  originally  belonged  to 
the  old  Dragon  ball-room.     I  fancy  the  trick 
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is  the  same.  '  You  see,'  he  continued  oracu- 
larly, '  that  whereas  on  this  table  the  brass 
scroll-work  is  all  the  same  pattern,  in  the  other 
it  differs  slightly,  and  if  you  will  observe 
closely  you  will  see  that  this  boss,  instead  of 
being  quite  round  like  the  others,  is  of  a 
slightly  oval  shape.  Pull  the  drawer  quite 
out,  press  the  boss  I  pointed  out,  and  you 
will  find  the  front  of  a  small  compartment 
behind  the  drawer  fall  down.' 

It  was  difficult  to  say  which  of  the  three 
was  most  excited.  Quick  as  thought  Mary 
pulled  out  the  drawer,  Tootell  pressed  the 
spring,  and  the  baronet,  putting  in  his  hand, 
cried  out : 

'  He's  right !  There's  a  cavity  here,  just 
such  a  place  as  would  be  used  to  deposit 
important  papers.' 

Mary  held  her  breath  and  gazed  anxiously 
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at  Sir  Frederick.  Suddenly  his  face  fell,  and 
in  tones  of  deep  disappointment  he  exclaimed, 
'  There's  nothing  whatever  in  it.' 

'  Exactly  the  same  in  my  case ! '  cried 
Tootell. 

'  You  also  found  nothing,  Mr.  Tootell  ? ' 
said  Mary.     'Where  did  you  get  them  ?  ' 

'  I  bought  them  of  Abrams,  the  dealer,' 
was  the  brief  reply,  '  and  a  precious  lot  he 
made  me  pay  for  them,'  and  then,  well-nigh 
as  crestfallen  as  his  companions,  Mr.  Tootell 
declared  investigation  of  the  other  table  use- 
less, and  took  his  departure. 
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'  A.  GREAT  disappointmeDt,  no  doubt,  Miss 
Lydney,'  said  Sir  Frederick ;  '  but  bear  in 
mind  that,  though  Mercer  said  he  knew  where 
the  papers  wliere,  he  never  hinted  they  w^ere 
in  those  tables,  nor  gave  any  reason  to 
suppose  that  they  ^vere  at  the  old  Dragon 
at  all.  We  know  that  these  securities  exist, 
and  all  we  can  say  is  they  must  be  found.' 

'  You  have  been  very  kind.  Sir  Frede- 
rick,' said  the  young  lady,  with  a  bow  of  dis- 
missal, '  but  there  is  no  more  to  be  done 
except  say  good-bye,'  and  after  a  moment's 
liesitation  she  extended  her  hand. 
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Hallaton  took  it,  and  if  he  pressed  it  a 
little  more  closely  than  the  terms  of  their 
compact  quite  warranted  it  was  hardly  to 
be  wondered. 

Mary's  face  flushed  slightly,  but  she  did 
not  trust  herself  with  further  speech,  and 
Hallaton  rather  sadly  left  the  room. 

He  told  himself  as  he  walked  away  it  was 
only  what  he  expected,  but  that  was  not  quite 
the  truth.  He  had  hoped  that  Mary  would 
have  shown  a  little  more  warmth  in  her 
manner,  and  not  adhered  so  rigidly  to  the 
line  of  conduct  she  had  laid  down  ;  while  she, 
])Oor  girl,  was  even  then  blaming  herself  for 
having  shaken  hands  with  him. 

'  There's  nothing  more  to  be  done  here,' 
said  Sir  Frederick  to  himself.  '  I'll  go  up  to 
London  by  the  next  train,  catch  hold  of 
Chives,  and  through  him  see  if  Sam  Mercer 
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can't  be  induced  to  worm  this  secret  out  of 
his  father.' 

It  is  an  idle  time  with  Sam  Mercer.  The 
racing  of  the  year  is  over,  and  the  dead 
season  of  the  turf  has  commenced.  In  these 
days  of  post-betting  there  is  little  for  the 
bookmakers  to  do  during  the  recess,  and  an 
energetic,  pushing  man  like  Sam  often  grum- 
bles at  the  enforced  lull  in  his  labours,  and 
wishes  he  had  lived  in  the  good  old  times 
when  speculation  on  the  Derby  went  on  all 
the  winter.  Sam  Mercer,  sitting  in  his  com- 
fortable lodgings  in  Bloomsbury,  is  lost  in 
thought,  and,  after  his  manner  when  giving 
anything  his  grave  consideration,  is  smoking 
furiously. 

'  It  fairly  beats  me,'  said  the  bookmaker  to 
himself,  'what  on  earth  he  can  want  to  see  me 
about.     Of  course  I  recollect  Brent,  and  used 
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to  see  liim  now  and  again  at  the  Dragon 
when  I  went  down  to  look  at  the  old  folks, 
and  always  wondered  what  in  the  name  of 
common  sense  he  was  doing  there.  How- 
ever, all  that  was  explained  when  what  the 
old  'un  took  the  inn  for  came  out.  The  poor 
beggar  says  he's  ill,  and  1  daresay  is  hard  up. 
Wants  to  borrow  a  few  dollars,  I  reckon. 
Well,  I'll  go  and  see  him,  anyhow.  Not  much 
of  weather  this  for  invalids,'  continued  Sam,  as 
he  gazed  out  at  the  gloomy  November  day. 

Having  enveloped  himself  in  an  ulster, 
Sam  lit  a  fresh  cigar,  just,  as  he  said,  to  keep 
the  fog  out,  and  strode  manfully  away  to 
tlie  address  given  him  at  Islington.  Brent's 
abode  gave  no  indication  of  the  poverty  which 
the  bookmaker  had  anticipated.  On  the  con- 
trary, if  not  palatially,  Mr.  Brent  was  very 
comfortably  housed.     The  neat   maid-servant 
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who  opened  the  door  informed  Sam  that  her 
master  was  at  home,  and,  without  further 
demur,  ushered  him  into  a  well-furnished 
room  on  the  first-floor,  where  stretched  on  a 
luxurious -looking  sofa  was  the  man  he  sought. 
Nothing  about  the  room  that  gave  the  idea  of 
poverty  or  want  ;  on  the  contrary,  it  was 
just  such  a  cosy  den  as  a  well-to-do  bachelor 
would  be  likely  to  inhabit. 

'  Very  kind  of  you  to  come,  Mercer,'  said 
the  invalid,  half  raising  himself  from  the 
couch.  'You  will  excuse  my  getting  up  to 
talk  to  you ;  but  I  really  am  ill,  and  the 
slightest  exertion  seems  to  bring  the  con- 
founded cough  on.' 

'Well,  you  don't  look  very  chipper,'  re- 
pHed  the  bookmaker.  'It's  no  use  fooling 
you  on  that  point ;  you'll  have  to  lie  by  and 
take  care  of  yourself  this  winter.     I'm  sorry 
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to  find  you  so  ill.  If  there's  any  tiling  I  can 
do  for  yon  Til  do  it,  but  I'm  not  going  to  find 
any  money  for  such  games  as  you  and  the 
old  'un  carried  on  at  the  Dragon.' 

'  No  fear,'  said  tlie  other ;  'this  is  my  own 
house,  and  I've  plenty  of  coin  to  last  my  time. 
I'm  a  dying  man,  and  shall  never  last  the 
winter  through.' 

'  Nonsense,'  replied  Sam,  cheerily,  '  you'll 
not  "  hand  in  your  checks  "  for  many  a  year 
yet.' 

'  We  won't  argue  about  it,'  replied  the 
other,  wearily  ;  '  a  man  in  a  galloping  con- 
sumption who  expects  to  pull  through  is  a 
fool.  However,  I've  got  one  or  two  things  to 
put  straight  before  I  go,  and  I  want  you  to 
help  me.  First  of  all,  do  you  know  who  I  am  ?  ' 
'  Well,'  said  Sam,  '  if  your  name  is  not 
Brent,  I  certainly  don't.' 
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'  I  have  gone  under  that  name  and  many 
others  since  I  lost  my  own  thirty  years  ago. 
I  am  Eichard  Lydney,  a  brother  of  the  banker 
at  Exmouth.' 

'  Never  heard  of  you  ;  never  knew  he  had 
one.' 

*  It  was  before  you  can  remember,  no 
doubt;  but  do  you  mean  to  say  that  you  never 
heard  of  the  robbery  at  Lydney 's  Bank  ?  ' 

'  Only  in  this  way,'  replied  the  bookmaker; 
'  when  your  brother  was  knocked  out  last  year 
I  did  see  in  the  papers  that  the  abstraction  of 
a  lot  of  securities  some  time  before  was  sup- 
posed to  be  the  cause  of  his  embarrassment. 
I  suppose  it  was  you  that  took  them  ? — and  all 
I  can  say  is,  if  you  did,  you  played  it  pretty 
low  on  your  brother.' 

'  I  did  not  take  them,'  rejoined  Brent,  or, 
to  give  him  his  right  name,  Richard  Lydney ; 
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'  but  I  got  the  credit  of  doing  so,  and  should 
have  found  it  impossible  to  prove  my  inno- 
cence if  I  had  been  taken.' 

'  Well,'  said  Sam,  '  I  don't  see  what's  to  be 
gained  by  your  proving  your  innocence  at 
t'lis  time  of  day  ;  an  unpleasant  thing  for  the 
family  to  have  this  old  scandal  revived.' 

'  But  I  can't  prove  my  innocence,'  said 
Richard,  slowly. 

'  Then,'  rejoined  Mercer,  '  I  can't  see  any 
cause  for  you  to  open  your  mouth.' 

*  Yes,  there  is,'  replied  the  sick  man,  drop- 
ping his  voice  almost  to  an  eager  whisper. 
'I've  got  the  securities.' 

'  No  !  Have  you,  though  ?  Then  there's 
a  chance  of  putting  everything  all  straight 
again.  There's  a  particular  friend  of  mine, 
Captain  Chives,  is  just  raising  Cain  about 
those  securities.     The  only  thing  beats  me  is 
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why  the  dickens  you  didn't  hand  them  over 
to  your  brother  long  ago.  They  say  down  in 
the  old  country  that  he'd  have  settled  all 
right  enouo^h  if  he  had  onlv  had  those  docu- 
ments.' 

'  Because,  man,  I  hadn't  got  them  ;  it 
wasn't  for  years  afterwards  I  came  to  know 
the  man  who  took  them,  and  I  only  found 
them  in  the  drawer  of  a  table  in  the  old  ball- 
room about  a  fortnight  before  the  smash 
came  at  the  Dragon.  I  didn't  know  how 
hardly  pressed  my  brother  was  ;  still  I  meant 
to  restore  them  before  I  left  ;  but,  thanks  to 
that  blundering  fool  Tootell,  as  you  know,  we 
had  to  clear  out  at  short  notice,  and  all  1 
could  do  was  to  bring  the  papers  along  with 
me.  How  they  got  into  that  table  in  the 
old  ballroom  I  haven't  the  faintest  idea.  I 
found  them  by  the  veriest  accident.      I  was 
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lool-ing  for  an  odd  scrap  of  paper  to  light  a 
pipe.' 

'  Still,'  said  Sam,  '  you  must  have  seen 
your  brother's  trouble  in  the  papers — surely 
seen  that  his  dollar-shop  had  got  the  shutters 
up.' 

'Not  until  it  was  too  late  to  be  of  any 
good.  In  the  first  place  the  hue-and-cry  after 
us  was  pretty  hot,  and  I  was  too  busy  taking 
care  of  myself  to  give  those  papers  a  thought.' 

'  Well,  if  you  like  to  entrust  those  papers 
to  me,  I'll  see  they  get  into  Mr.  Lydney's 
hands  all  right.  I  should  like  to  ask  you  one 
question  :  if  you  didn't  commit  that  robbery, 
what  made  you  run  away  from  Exmouth  ?  ' 

'  Well,'  replied  Eichard  Lydney,  '  that's 
a  long  story.  I  was  a  young  fellow,  and 
a  clerk  in  the  bank  at  that  time — a  mere 
boy.      I   had  rooms  at   the  bank,   and  slept 
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there.  No  wonder  I  fell  into  the  follies  of 
youth.  I  was  in  debt,  and,  worse  still,  I  was 
entangled  with  a  young  woman.  Polly  Wind- 
sor was  your  mother's  youngest  sister — a  very 
good-looking,  imperious  girl,  about  ^\e  years 
older  than  myself.  It  was  her  whim  to  do 
pretty  much  the  same  as  her  niece  did  years 
afterwards.  She  wanted  to  marry  a  gentle- 
man. She  was  a  good  bit  older,  and  her  will 
much  stronger  than  mine,  and  I  verily  believe 
she'd  have  carried  her  point  if  I  hadn't  fled. 
She's  dead  and  gone  now,  poor  thing  ;  but 
when  she  set  her  mind  upon  a  thing,  she  was 
very  hard  to  say  no  to.  I  let  myself  out  of 
the  bank  in  the  early  morning,  and  in  my 
anxiety  not  to  disturb  the  porter,  who  slept 
on  the  ground-floor,  I  left  the  front  door  ajar. 
Two  or  Three  days  afterwards  I  saw  the  ac- 
count of  the  robbery  in  the  papers,  with  the 
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addenda  : — "  We  regret  to  say  that  one  of  tlie 
family  has  absconded,  which,  sad  to  say,  in- 
dicates his  being  probably  concerned  in  it." 
What  was  I  to  do  ?  It  was  useless  for  me  to 
return  and  assert  my  innocence.  I  could  give 
no  explanation  whatever  of  the  robbery.  I 
could  not  well  explain  w1iy  I  had  bolted  from 
Exmouth,  and  I  had  excellent  reasons  for  not 
wishing  to  return  to  it.  I  kept  silence,  and 
liave  been  consequently  branded  as  the  perpe- 
trator of  the  bank  robbery  ever  since.' 

'  Now,  I  should  like  to  ask  you  one  other 
question.  What  on  earth  possessed  you  to 
let  the  governor  in  for  a  speculation  like 
that  ?  ' 

'  He  never  made  so  much  money  in  a 
short  time  in  his  life,'  exclaimed  Eichard, 
vehemently.  '  That  old  Dragon  Inn  was  just 
made  to  work  a  plant  of  that  kind  in,  and  if 
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it  hadn't  been  for  that  idiot  Tootell  we  ehoukl 
have  made  our  fortunes,  and  run  no  risk 
whatever.  I've  been  at  it  all  ray  hfe,  you 
see,  and  made  a  deal  of  money  at  the  game.' 

'  Been  at  it  all  your  life  ?  '  said  the  book- 
maker. '  Mean  to  say  you've  been  a  scientific 
smuggler  of  the  new  school  all  your  time  ?  ' 

Lydney  nodded  assent.  '  You  see,  the  way 
of  it  was  this.  When  I  came  to  town  I  had 
to  earn  a  living.  The  only  thing  I  was  fit  for 
was  a  clerkship,  and  pretty  hard  work  I  had 
to  find  that.  At  last  I  was  taken  in  on  trial 
in  a  big  distillery,  in  the  bookkeeping  depart- 
ment, and  I  did  so  well  that  I  was  taken  on 
permanently.  The  whole  process  of  distilla- 
tion interested  me  extremely,  and,  though  I  had 
nothing  to  do  with  that  part  of  the  business, 
I  spent  a  good  deal  of  my  spare  time  watching 
tlie  men  at  their  work,  and  by  degrees  got  to 
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understand  the  somewhat  compUcated  opera- 
tion tolerably  well.  An  unexpected  vacancy 
occurring  amongst  the  overseers  in  the  practi- 
cal part  of  the  establishment,  I  begged  to  be 
transferred  to  it  from  the  office,  and,  after 
some  little  hesitation  on  the  part  of  my  em- 
ployers, obtained  it.  I  hated  the  drudgery 
of  the  office  stool,  but  liked  my  new  work 
excessively,  and  very  soon  became  proficient 
in  it.  Then  came  the  old  story.  Bah  !  you 
can  guess  it  without  my  telling  you.  A  young 
fellow  about  London,  I  got  into  bad  com- 
pany. We  all  know  what  that  means.  Fes- 
tive hours,  quickly  followed  by  debt,  diffi- 
culties, and  hours  very  much  the  other  way 
on.  I  became  so  irregular  in  my  attendance 
at  business  that  after  one  or  two  sharp  repri- 
mands I  got  the  sack.  Now,  amongst  the 
men  employed  under  me  in  the  distillery  was 
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a  man  a  good  bit  older  than  myself,  and  a 
first-rate  hand  ;  so  clever  a  man  at  his  work 
that  I  often  wondered  he  wasn't  holding  a 
higher  position.  However,  I  soon  learnt  that, 
though  there  was  nothing  against  him,  he  had 
the  reputation  of  being  so  uncommon  shifty 
that  his  employers  dared  not  trust  him  in  any 
post  of  responsibility.  "A  first-class  hand, 
but,  bless  your  soul,"  said  one  of  my  brother 
superintendents,  "  that  chap  would  levy  a 
lieavy  toll  on  every  vat  if  he  had  the  chance." 
Of  course,  this  fellow  knew  I'd  been  kicked 
out  of  the  firm,  and,  though  it  never  struck 
me  at  the  time,  must  have  been  keeping  a 
sharp  eye  on  me  for  some  weeks  past.  Well, 
liis  chance  had  come  now.  If  I  had  been  in 
difficulties  beforehand,  you  may  be  sure  being 
kicked  out  of  a  situation  wasn't  likely  to  mend 
matters.' 
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'  Not  much,'  remarked  Sam. 

'  No,'  rejoined  Lydney  ;  '  but  this  fellow 
I've  been  speaking  of  quickly  found  me  out, 
and  showed  me  how  I  could  make  a  good  bit 
of  money  without  any  risk  to  speak  of,  if  I 
didn't  mind  going  in  for  a  little  free  trading. 
Then  he  explained  to  me  how  for  some  little 
time  he  had  been  doing  a  little  illicit  distilla- 
tion on  his  own  account,  and  said,  "  I've  made 
a  tidy  bit  of  money  at  it,  considering  the  very 
small  scale  upon  which  I've  been  able  to 
work  it.  You  see,  I'm  at  the  distillery  most 
of  my  time,  and  you  know  when  tlie  thing  is 
on  the  run  it  wants  watching  night  and  day, 
and  the  one  or  two  pals  I've  got  in  it  with 
me  are  a  long  way  off  first-class  hands.  Now 
you  are,  Brent,  and  if  you'll  come  in  with 
me  we'll  extend  the  business,  and  as  soon  as 
I've  got   a  little  more  capital  I'll  chuck  the 
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old   shop,   and   we'll   go    in   for  it  on   a  big 
scale." 

'The  bargain  was  struck  ;  for  years  he  and 
I  worked  together,  and  in  spite  of  being  per- 
petually chivied  by  the  revenue  officers,  and 
often  having  to  abandon  all  our  plant,  still  we 
made  a  good  bit  of  money,  and  were  never 
caught.  However,  three  years  ago  he  died, 
and  I  made  up  my  mind  to  retire  from  busi- 
ness, when  I  thought  I  would  take  a  run 
down  to  Exmouth,  and  look  at  the  old  place 
once  more.  There  was  no  chance  of  any  one 
recognising  me  after  all  those  years,  and  the 
only  people  I  made  myself  known  to  during 
the  time  I  stayed  were  the  Mercers.  I 
wanted  to  hear  as  much  as  I  could  about  my 
own  family,  you  see.  Now,  while  I  was  there 
the  old  Dragon  Inn  was  advertised  to  let,  and, 
I  need  scarcely  add,  as  a  boy  I'd  known  the 
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house  well.  Mercer  told  me  it  had  been  shut 
up  as  an  mn  for  years.  Suddenly  the  thought 
flashed  across  me — what  a  magnificent  place 
it  would  be  in  which  to  establish  a  private 
distillery  on  a  good-sized  scale !  I  knew 
all  the  old  legends  about  the  vaults  beneath 
the  ball-room,  and  so  on.  I  would  persuade 
Joe  to  join  me,  and,  in  the  old  smuggling 
phrase,  "  run  one  last  cargo."  The  re- 
opening of  the  old  inn  would,  I  felt  sure, 
attract  no  custom,  and  be  a  capital  blind 
to  our  real  calling.  Your  father  assented, 
took  the  inn,  and  you  know  the  rest.' 

'  It's  a  monstrous  queer  story,'  said  the 
bookmaker.  '  I  reckon  you  did  pretty  well 
over  that  last  cargo  ?  ' 

'  We  did,  and  a  few  months  more  we 
should  have  finished,  and  the  old  Dra^ron 
would  have  been  in   the  market  again.     And 
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now,  Mr.  Mercer,  you  must  go.     I  can't  talk 
any  more,  and  must  try  and  get  some  sleep.' 
'  And  about  those  securities  ?  ' 

'They're  all  safe.  Come  and  see  me  again 
about  them ;  but  remember,  I'll  not  hand  them 
over  to  either  Captain  Chives  or  any  of  your 
family.  There,  I  can't  talk  any  more,  but 
I've  good  reasons  of  my  own  for  what  I  say. 
I'll  give  them  up  only  to  my  brother  or  his 
daughter.  Now,  please,  give  me  a  little  of 
that  brandy-and-water.  Thanks,'  he  con- 
tinued, as  he  took  the  tumbler  from  Mercer's 
hand.  '  Once  more,  good-bye.  Come  and 
see  me  again  in  a  day  or  two's  time.' 

The  bookmaker  pressed  his  hand,  and 
then  quietly  descending  the  stairs,  let  himself 
out  into  the  street. 

'  It's  a  queer  story,'  muttered  Sam  to  him- 
self.    '  I  wonder  why  he  should  mistrust   all 
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of  US  ;  and  how  tlie  devil  did  those  papers 
get  into  a  table-drawer  in  the  old  ball-room  ? 
Who  put  em  there  ?  and  why  did  he  do  it  ?  ' 
And  this  problem  puzzled  Sam  Mercer  all  his 
homeward  way. 
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CHAPTER  XLV 

A    DEATH- BED    SCMMOXS 

The  day  after  liis  arrival  in  town  Hallaton 
was  thrown  into  a  state  of  great  excitement 
by  the  arrival  of  Chives  in  breathless  haste. 

'Hurrah!  Fred,'  he  cried,  '  it's  all  right. 
I've  just  received  a  letter  from  Sam  Mercer  to 
say  the  securities  are  all  safe.  He  had  a  long 
talk  yesterday  with  the  man  wlio  lias  them, 
and  is  to  see  him  again  in  a  day  or  two,  when 
I'm  to  hear  from  him  again  ;  but  the  fellow 
who  has  tliem  says  he'll  only  give  them  up 
to  either  Mr.  or  Miss  Lydney  in  person,  and 
Sam  says  that  he  tliinks  he  means  sticking  to 
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that.  However,  that  won't  much  matter  so 
long  as  they  get  them.' 

'  No,'  rephed  the  other  ;  '  that  is  the  main 
point.' 

'  Why,  it's  the  only  point  I  should  think,' 
replied  Chives. 

'  Yes,  of  course  it  is,' replied  Fred,  hastily; 
but  for  all  that  he  could  not  help  thinking 
how  he  should  have  liked  to  have  given  those 
papers  to  Mary  Lydney  with  his  own  hand. 

'  Well,  it's  a  comfort  to  know  it's  all 
right,'  said  Chives  ;  '  there's  nothing  more  to 
be  done  but  wait  patiently  till  we  hear  again 
from  Sam,  and  then  I  suppose  Mr.  Lydney 
will  have  to  come  up  about  it.  There,  that's 
all  I  have  to  say.  I  see  you're  busy  at  your 
writing-table.  Property  has  its  obligations, 
we  are  told,  and  I  suppose  an  extensive 
correspondence  is    one    of  them.      I'm   only 
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sorry  I  don't  see  any  prospect  of  my  being 
troubled  in  that  way  at  present.  Come  and 
lunch  with  me  at  the  "  Flacks  "  ;  '  and  then 
the  light-hearted  artilleryman  darted  down 
stairs  and  jumped  into  the  hansom  he  had  in 
waiting. 

The  next  morning's  post  brought  Mary 
Lydney  a  letter  which  apprised  her  that  the 
possessor  of  the  securities  was  discovered, 
and  that  he  professed  himself  perfectly  willing 
to  surrender  them,  but  only  into  the  hands 
of  Mr.  or  IMiss  Lydney.  The  missive  was 
couched  in  perfectly  business  terms,  con- 
cluding with  an  inquiry  as  to  whether  Mr. 
Lydney  would  be  well  enough  to  travel  up 
to  town  within  the  course  of  a  week.  That 
the  holder  of  the  papers  was  the  long-lost 
Richard  Lydney,  Hallaton  was  not  aware,  for 
Mercer    had    thought   it    more    judicious    to 
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keep  tliat  part  of  the  matter  to  himself.  On 
thinking  over  it,  the  bookmaker  had  seen  no 
necessit}^  for  disclosing  that  fact.  Indeed, 
until  he  had  again  seen  the  soi-disant  Brent,, 
he  did  not  know  whether  he  would  wish  it, 
and  decided  to  keep  his  own  lips  closed  on 
the  subject. 

The  news  plunged  Mary  into  a  state  of 
feverish  excitement.  The  idea  of  clearing 
her  father's  name  she  had  begun  to  think 
was  a  hope  never  likely  to  be  accomplished. 
When  that  momentary  prospect  of  success 
had  been  dissipated  by  the  failure  to  find  the 
securities  in  the  table,  she  slowly  arrived  at 
the  conclusion  that,  though  old  Mercer  had 
spoken  in  good  faith,  yet  his  knowledge  had 
come  too  late.  She  looked  upon  it  that  they 
perhaps  had  been  there,  but  had  been  re- 
moved, in  all  probabihty  previous  to  the  sale 
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at  the  Dracfon.  However,  one  tinner  was 
clear :  it  was  no  use  mentioning  it  to  her 
father  at  present,  and,  in  her  own  opinion, 
when  the  time  came  it  would  be  utterly  im- 
possible for  him  to  proceed  to  London  on 
such  an  errand.  That  must  be  for  Dr. 
Meadows  to  decide,  and  it  would  be  time 
enough  to  ask  his  opinion  when  she  heard 
again. 

Sam  Mercer  only  allowed  two  days  to 
intervene  before  he  once  more  wended  his 
way  out  to  Islington.  He  found  Ei chard 
Lydney  decidedly  weaker  than  wdien  he  had 
last  seen  him  ;  in  fact,  there  could  be  no 
doubt  that  the  man  was  in  the  last  stage  of 
a  galloping  consumption,  and,  though  its 
victims  sometimes  Hnger  for  months,  yet  the 
bookmaker  did  not  think  it  would  be  so  in 
this  case.     Lydney  was   very  pleased  to   see 
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his  visitor,  and  assured  Lim,  in  reply  to  liis 
inquiries,  that  he  had  everything  he  wanted, 
most  attentive  servants,  and  the  best  of 
medical  advice. 

'  But  that  last  is  all  bosh,'  he  added.  '  All 
the  doctors  in  London  couldn't  save  me.  I've 
had  a  rickety  chest  for  a  long  time,  and  what 
between  the  worry  of  the  cough  and  this 
terrible  feeling  of  weakness,  I  shall  not  be 
sorry  when  it's  all  over.  I  told  you  the  other 
day  I  would  give  you  my  reasons  for  not 
handing  those  securities  to  any  one  except  my 
own  people.  I  believe  you  to  be  straight, 
although  I  don't  know  much  about  you  ;  but 
blood's  thicker  than  water,  and  you're  a 
Mercer.  Now,  your  father  w^as  devoted  to 
your  sister,  and  it's  only  fair  to  suppose  that 
you  are  the  same.  I  had  the  opportunity  of 
knowing    Miss   Mercer   well,    and    you    must 
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excuse  my  saying  that  slie  had  an  iron  will 
and  a  violent  temper.' 

'  Yes,  Sarah  liked  to  carry  things  with  a 
high  hand,  and  was  apt  to  get  wrathy  if  she 
didn't  get  her  own  way,'  assented  Sam. 

'  If  there  was  one  woman  Miss  Mercer 
hated  it  was  Mary  Lydney,  and  Miss  Mercer 
was  a  good  hater.  If  there  was  one  woman 
she  was  madly  jealous  of,  it  was  my  niece.  I 
know  she  didn't  get  on  well  with  her  hus- 
band ;  and  she  Avas  just  the  sort  of  woman 
who,  under  those  circumstances,  would  nurse 
her  jealousy  for  a  lifetime — I  have  heard 
nothincT  about  her  for  a  long;  while.  I  don't 
know  where  she  is  ;  but  as  I  see  by  to-day's 
papers  "  Hallaton  versus  Hallaton  "  is  down 
for  hearing  in  the  Divorce  Court,  I  can  fancy 
Lady  Hallaton  still  cherishing  the  bitterest 
animosity  towards  Mary ;  and  that,  had  she 

VOL.    III.  Q 
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the  opportunity,  those  securities  would  never 
reach  my  brother's  hands.' 

'  Well,  Mr.  Lydney,'  said  Sam  Mercer,  '  I 
can  only  say  you  know  more  than  I  do. 
What  a  jealous  woman  will  do  there's  no  tell- 
ing. I  can  only  say,  if  you  had  trusted  me, 
I  should  have  handed  the  papers  over  to 
Mr.  Lydney 's  friends,  and  Sarah  would  have 
known  nothing  about  it.  She's  got  herself 
into  a  devil  of  a  scrape,  no  doubt ;  but  I  am 
her  brother,  and  I  intend  to  stand  to  her  as 
far  as  I  can.' 

'  Quite  right,'  rejoined  Lydney.  '  Then, 
as  I  don't  think  there's  any  time  to  spare,  I'll 
write  to  my  brother  at  once.' 

'  Better  not  do  that,  Mr.  Lydney,'  said  the 
bookmaker — '  at  all  events,  until  I've  spoken 
to  his  friends.  It's  only  delaying  one  post, 
but  your  brother  has  got  securities   on   the 
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brain,  that's  what  he's  got ;  and  any  allusion 
to  these  lost  papers  sends  him  well-nigh  off 
his  head.  Where  he  heard  it  from  I  don't 
know,  but  Captain  Chives  told  me  the  other 
day  that,  at  the  time  of  the  Dragon  sale, 
somebody  wrote  your  brother  word  that  the 
papers  were  in  one  of  the  tables  in  the  old 
ball-room.  Well,  he  attended  that  sale ; 
bought,  I  beheve,  every  table  in  the  house  ; 
he  didn't  find  'em ' 

'Of  course  not,'  said  the  other.  'I  did, 
and  took  them  away  with  me.' 

'  Now,  who  put  them  there  ?  ' 

'  I  told  you  before  I've  not  the  slightest 
idea.  I  know  no  more  how  they  came  there 
than  you  do.' 

'But,'  said  the  bookmaker  suddenly,  'you 
surely  said  the  other  day  you  knew  who 
committed  the  robbery.' 

Q  2 
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'  Yes,  that  I  do — at  all  events,  if  the  man 
himself  is  to  be  believed  ;  he  had  no  object 
to  gain  in  admitting  a  crime  to  me  that  he 
had  not  committed.  Goodness  knows  he  had 
committed  enough  robberies  and  had  done 
enough  imprisonment  for  them  without  in- 
venting one,  but  I  don't  believe  he  even  knew 
there  was  such  a  place  as  the  old  Dragon. 

'Do  you  mind  letting  me  know  who  he 
was,  and  what  was  the  story  he  told  you  ? ' 

'  He  was  a  London  burglar  of  the  name  of 
Creasey,  and  though  he  made  some  big  hauls, 
could  hardly  be  considered  to  have  arrived 
at  the  top  of  his  profession,  inasmuch  as  he 
passed  half  his  life  in  prison.  He  found  me 
out,  and  as  I  was  then  engaged  in  the  illicit 
business,  and  he  knew  it,  I  couldn't  afford  to 
quite  turn  my  back  on  him  just  then;  besides, 
as  I  say,  he  admitted  that  robbery,  declared 
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he  could  put  his  hands  on  those  securities  at 
any  moment,  and  that  I  should  have  them 
back  again.  He  seemed  to  have  taken  a 
queer  fancy  to  me,  and  insisted  on  joining  in 
our  business  in  an  inferior  capacity.  I  bore 
with  him  because  I  hoped  to  recover  those 
papers ;  but  he  was  a  marked  man  w^ith  the 
police,  and  a  clumsy  beggar  to  boot,  and 
wound  up  by  bringing  the  excise  officers 
about  our  ears,  and  our  escaping  only  by  tke 
skin  of  our  teeth.  Shortly  afterwards  he  was 
caught  red-handed  in  his  own  more  special 
occupation,  and  retired  from  public  hfe  for 
five  years.  When  he  came  out  the  same 
thing  took  place  again  in  every  particular. 
While  your  father  and  I  were  engaged  in  that 
speculation  at  the  Dragon,  I  heard  he  was 
once  more  out  of  prison.  I  only  hoped  that 
he  would  not  discover  me  for  a  few  months, 
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by  which  time  the  old  inn  would  have  been 
to  let,  myself  abroad,  and  he  again  most 
likely  in  prison.  That's  all  his  story,  as  far 
as  I'm  concerned.  Whenever  he  was  out  of 
prison  he  dogged  me  like  a  sleuth-hound,  and 
a  foreign  shore  was  the  only  escape  from  his 
assumed  devotion  to  myself.  I  have  since 
thought  he  looked  forward  to  making  me  the 
go-between  in  the  realising  of  those  securities, 
if  he  really  could  have  laid  his  hands  upon 
them.' 

'  And  what  became  of  him  ? '  asked  the 
other. 

'  He  was  killed  in  a  railway  accident,  so 
I  saw  in  the  papers.' 

'  Eeckon  you're  right,'  said  Sam.  '  A 
cuss  of  that  sort  meant  you  to  pay  for  his 
society  in  some  shape.  Now,  Mr.  Lydney, 
I'm  going  to  wish  you  good-bye.     You'll  see 
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nie  to-morrow  ;  and  by  that  time  I  shall  have 
just  talked  things  over  with  your  brothers 
friends,  who  will  tell  me  whether  it's  best  to 
write  to  him  or  to  Miss  Lydney.  They  will 
do  it  ;  but  do  it  yourself  as  well,  and  then 
there  will  be  no  mistake  about  it.  Now,  once 
more,  good-bye.' 

'  Good-bye,'  said  Eichard  Lydney,  as  he 
pressed  Mercer's  hand.  '  Bear  in  mind  there's 
no  time  to  be  lost.  I  should  like  to  put 
things  right  before  I  go,  and  say  good-bye  to 
my  brother.' 

'  He's  right,'  muttered  Sam  to  himself  as 
he  descended  the  stairs.  '  There  is  no  time 
to  be  lost.     It's  getting  very  near  the  finish.' 

The  bookmaker  lost  no  time  in  communi- 
cating with  Chives,  and  that  gentleman,  who 
had  previously  talked  the  affair  over  with 
Hallaton,  replied  promptly,  '  I've  talked  the 
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whole  matter  over  again  with  Mr.  Lydney's 
friends  in  consequence  of  what  you  told  me, 
and  pointed  out  that  it  would  be  necessary 
for  eitlier  Mr.  or  Miss  Lydney  to  come  to 
town  themselves,  and  they  have  no  hesitation 
in  saying  that  the  communication  had  better 
be  made  to  Miss  Lydney.  Her  father's  health 
is  so  precarious,  and  any  allusion  to  the  lost 
securities  throws  him  into  such  a  state  of  ex- 
citement, that  the  subject  is  strictly  tabooed.' 
Sam  Mercer  was  thoroughly  acquainted, 
throu£fh  his  friend  Dr.Nicholl,  with  the  banker's 
extraordinary  conduct  at  the  Dragon  sale, 
but  he  knew,  what  nobody  else  did,  that  Mr. 
Lydney  was  summoned  besides  to  say  good-bye 
to  tliat  brother  who  had  disappeared  years  ago, 
and  over  whose  name  the  stigma  of  robbery 
still  rested.  It  was  absolutely  necessary  that 
he  should  come  if  he  could,  but  that  the  excite- 
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ment  would  be  probably  considerably  more 
than  his  friends  expected  was  plain  enough 
to  Sam.  Sam,  in  his  profession,  was  accus- 
tomed to  see  men  under  a  heavy  strain  of 
that  kind,  and  knew  very  well  that  in  the 
case  of  weak  health  it  was  dangerous. 

'Hold  on  a  bit,  Captain  Chives,'  he  said. 
'  I  want  to  cypher  this  out.  ]\iiss  Lydney  is 
no  doubt  the  person  to  write  to.  She  will 
have  a  talk  with  her  father's  doctor  before 
she  starts.  Will  you  deliver  this  message  to 
her  ?  Write  it  down ;  it's  of  consequence, 
and  I've  only  my  own  judgment  to  go  upon. 
Say  it's  of  tlie  greatest  importance  that  Mr. 
Lydney  should  see  the  whole  of  those  papers 
himself  if  it's  in  any  way  possible,  but  the 
interview  will  cause  him  great  excitement. 
There's  no  objection  to  Miss  Lydney  being 
present,  nor    any  medical    man    she    chooses 
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within  call ;  but  it's  of  great  consequence  Mr. 
Lydney  should  see  this  man  himself.  '  There,' 
concluded  the  bookmaker  as  Chives  finished 
writing,  'that's  all  I've  got  to  say,  except 
that  the  sooner  they're  in  town  the  better,  as 
it  is  a  race  between  life  and  death,  I'm  afraid.' 

Chives  returned  to  his  principal  consider- 
ably impressed  by  Sam  Mercer's  warning,  and 
Hallaton  lost  no  time  in  writing  to  Mary, 
telling  her  to  come  as  quickly  as  possible, 
and  impressing  upon  her  that  after  Dr. 
Meadows  had  read  that  message,  if  he  gave 
permission,  it  was  very  desirable  that  Mr. 
Lydney  should  come  too.  If  she  would  tele- 
graph what  accommodation  she  required  he 
would  see  that  rooms  were  ready  for  them. 

Club-land  at  this  time  was  in  a  state  of 
much  babble  about  the  announcement  of  the 
case    of  '  Hallaton  versus  Hallaton,'  and    the 
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rumour — well  founded,  as  we  know — that 
Lady  Hallaton  and  the  missing  Lady  Wrensley 
were  one  and  the  same  person — in  short,  that 
the  Hallaton  divorce  case, meant  the  explana- 
tion of  the  Wrensley  mystery. 
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CHAPTER   XLYI 

AFTER     THIRTY     YEARS 

Mary  is  quite  prepared  for  her  summons,  and 
at  once  proceeds  to  consult  Dr.  Meadows 
with  regard  to  her  father.  He  has  been  con- 
siderably better  and  quieter  the  last  few  days, 
but  the  doctor  shakes  his  head  rather  gravely 
at  the  idea  of  the  proposed  journey.  He 
reads  the  message  over  again  and  again.  He 
is  completely  Mary's  confidant,  and  knows 
the  whole  story  as  far  as  she  can  tell  it. 

'  Xo,'  he  said  gravely,  at  length.  '  I  know 
all  the  partictdars  of  tlie  case,  mind,  and  this 
message  tells  me  more  than  you.  I  don't 
want  to  see  that  letter ;  it  would  not  help  me 
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if  I  did.  It  is  quite  probable  the  writer 
doesn't  in  the  least  understand  the  meaning  of 
the  message  he  has  been  earnestly  bid  to  send.' 

'  I  can't  say  for  certain,'  replied  Mary, 
'  but  suppose  it  comes  from  one  of  the 
Mercers,  either  the  father  or  the  son.' 

"  The  son,  I  should  think,  from  the  word- 
ing of  it,'  replied  Dr.  Meadows.  '  The  sender 
of  that  message,  when  he  talks  of  your  father 
having  great  excitement  to  bear,  and  taking 
the  advice  of  his  medical  man  before  riskincr 

o 

the  journey,  had  "  heart  "  in  his  mind.  Your 
father,  I'm  glad  to  say,  has  no  organic  disease 
whatever.  It  is  his  head  I  am  always 
afraid  of.  He's  tolerably  well  just  now,  and 
if  I  am  right  in  the  vague  idea  that  has  come 
into  my  mind,  I  think  he  ought  to  risk  this 
interview.  It  may  upset  him  a  bit  for  a  time, 
but  as  soon  as  he  has  quieted  down  he'll  be  a 
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better  and  a  happier  man,  in  my  judgment, 
tlian  he  has  been  since  his  misfortunes.' 

So  it  was  decided  that  Mr.  Lydney  was 
to  undertake  the  journey.  Mary  telegraphed 
to  Hallaton  to  secure  them  rooms,  and  the 
next  afternoon  saw  them  comfortably  installed 
at  a  quiet  hotel  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Hyde 
Park. 

The  banker  had  at  first  been  extremely 
puzzled  as  to  the  cause  of  this  journey  to 
town,  but  Pr.  Meadows  had  declared  that 
it  was  necessary  Miss  Lydney  should  see  a 
London  physician  of  his  recommending.  He 
did  not  believe  there  was  anything  the 
matter,  but  for  his  own  satisfaction  he  pre- 
ferred to  have  a  second  opinion.  Mary  was 
rather  amused  at  finding  that  she  was  to 
play  the  part  of  an  invalid,  and  that  her 
father    was    supposed    to    be    going    up    to 
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town  in  charge  of  her.  Dr.  Meadows  saw 
them  off  by  the  train,  and  as  he  sliook 
hands  with  Mary  said,  '  Don't  be  afraid, 
my  dear  young  lady ;  you  will  bring  back 
the  lost  papers,  and  have  their  whole  his- 
tory cleared  up  with  a  vengeance,  or  I'm 
much  mistaken.' 

At  the  hotel  Mary  found  a  letter  from 
Hallaton  awaiting  her,  in  which  he  informed 
her  that  a  carriage  Avould  call  for  them  at 
eleven  o'clock  the  next  morning,  and  that 
she  and  her  father  had  better  drive  out  to 
the  address  mentioned  below,  and  ask  for 
Mr.  Brent ;  that  the  papers  would  be  there 
restored  to  her,  and  that  he  trusted  Mr. 
Lydney  would  not  be  over-excited  by  the 
transaction.  Mary  duly  followed  the  direc- 
tions contained  in  her  letter,  and,  accom- 
panied   by    her     father,    stepped     into    the 
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carriage  wliicli  arrived  for  them  next  morn- 
ing, and  drove  off  to  Mr.  Brent's.  Tiie  door 
was  opened  for  them  by  Sam  Mercer,  who, 
touching  his  hat  to  Mr.  Lydney,  said,  '  I 
beg  your  pardon,  sir  ;  neither  you  nor  Miss 
Lydney  know  me,  though  I  know  you  by 
sight.  My  name  is  Sam  Mercer.  The  gentle- 
man who  has  unexpectedly  come  into  pos- 
session of  some  of  your  property  is  upstairs 
waiting  to  restore  it.  I  liave  only  to  say 
that  I've  nothing  more  to  do  with  it,  but 
shall  be  waiting  here  in  case  I'm  wanted. 
Show  the  lady  and  gentleman  right  up, 
Susan.' 

The  banker  trembled  from  head  to  foot; 
he  said  nothing,  looked  merely  for  a  moment 
at  Sam,  and  then  followed  their  conductress 
upstairs.  As  they  entered  the  room  the 
occupant  half  rose  from  the  sofa,  and  said, 
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'  Pray  be  seated.  1  am  too  ill  to  get  up  and 
welcome  you ;  but  I  have  much  to  say  to 
you,  and  very  little  time  to  say  it.' 

A  mazed  look  came  over  Mr.  Lydney's 
face,  as  that  of  a  man  troubled  with  some 
recollection  of  former  years,  and  he  gazed 
earnestly  at  the  speaker. 

'  John,  don't  you  know  me  ?  Years 
have  changed  me,  and  illness  still  more 
so,  but  still  you  might  recollect  your  only 
brother.' 

'  Good  heavens,  Eichard  ! '  exclaimed  the 
banker,  and  in  a  moment  he  had  started  to 
his  feet,  and  was  clasping  his  brother's  hand 
affectionately,  while  his  memory  travelled 
back  to  years,  years  ago,  when  he  was  a 
young  man  just  taken  into  the  bank,  and 
Richard  a  boy  at  school,  and  his  mother's 
spoilt  darhng. 

VOL.    III.  R 
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For  some  moments  not  a  word  was 
spoken  ;  both  men  were  evidently  deeply 
moved,  while  Mary  was  so  bewildered  that 
she  forgot  for  the  minute  to  fear  the  ex- 
citement for  her  father.  She  had  no  idea 
that  he  had  ever  had  a  brother,  and  yet 
that  wasted  wreck  stretched  upon  the  sofa, 
and  clasping  his  hand,  he  had  just  acknow- 
ledged to  be  such.  She  had  known  that 
the  robbery  at  the  bank  had  been  attributed 
to  a  relation,  but  she  had  never  dreamt  of 
its  being  one  so  near  akin.  It  was  Eichard 
Lydney  who  first  broke  the  silence. 

'  I  have  sent  for  you,  John,'  he  said  at 
last,  in  a  low  voice,  '  to  say  ''  Good-bye," 
and  to  give  you  the  word  of  a  dying  man 
that  I  am  innocent  of  the  crime  laid  to  my 
charge.  The  securities  I  was  falsely  accused 
of  stealing   fell    quite    accidentally   into    my 
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liands  only  a  year  ago.  It  is  rather  a  lonsr 
story,  but  I  should  like  you  to  know  it.  It 
is  the  story  of  a  wasted  life,  now  drawing 
to  its  close.'  And  then  Eichard  Lydney  re- 
capitulated the  history  of  his  adventures 
from  the  day  he  had  lied  from  Exmouth 
up  to  the  present  time — '  and  there,'  he  con- 
cluded, *  are  tliose  long-lost  securities,  the 
cause,  John,  of  all  your  misfortunes,  and 
the  which  I  once  more  solemnly  declare  I 
never  took  away  with  me;'  and  as  he  spoke 
he  pointed  to  the  table  on  which  lay  a  bundle 
of  papers.  The  banker  had  sat  literally  trem- 
bling with  excitement  during  his  brother's 
narration,  and,  absorbed  though  she  had  been 
in  it,  Mary  had  by  this  time  recovered  her 
self-possession,  and  was  keeping  a  watchful 
eye  upon  her  father. 

As  Eichard  Lydney  finished,  the   banker 

B  2 
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sprang  to  his  feet,  and  exclaimed,  'And  you 
found  them  in  a  drawer  of  one  of  the  tables 
in  the  old  ball-room  ?  Extraordinary  !  Only 
just  before  the  sale  a  poor  fellow  of  the  name 
of  Johnson  sent  me  a  line  from  the  hospital 
at  Ditchford  to  say  that  they  were  there.' 

'  Sit  down,  papa,'  said  Mary,  '  and  try  not 
to  excite  yourself  more  than  you  can  help. 
Excitement  is  so  bad  for  him.  Uncle  Richard, 
and  I  am  afraid  it  is  equally  bad  for  yourself.' 

'  So  you  are  my  niece  Mary,'  said  Richard 
Lydney.  'I  have  thought  much  of  you,  and 
have  seen  you  on  more  than  one  occasion  in 
Exmouth.' 

'  I  think  you  liad  better  stop  speaking  for 
a  few  minutes.  It  will  be  best  for  both  of 
you.'  But  despite  his  daughter's  exhortations 
the  banker  was  far  too  excited  about  his 
brother's  strange  story  to  compose  himself 
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'  All,  Mary,'  he  exclaimed,  in  tones  of 
anguish,  '  if  I  hadn't  lost  my  head  just  when  I 
wanted  it,  if  we  had  only  searched  the  tables 
thoroughly,  Lydney  and  Son  need  never  have 
stopped  payment.' 

'  Be  quiet,  papa,  please.  I'm  sure  you 
will,  when  I  say  it's  bad  for  Uncle  Eichard.' 

'  Yes,  keep  as  quiet  as  you  can,  John. 
The  papers  are  all  right,  and  there's  no  more 
to  tell.' 

'  May  I  ask  one  question  ?  '  said  Mary. 
'  How  came  you  to  discover  the  secret  hiding- 
place  in  that  table  ?  ' 

'  I  know  of  no  hiding-place,'  rejoined  her 
uncle.  '  I  found  the  papers,  as  I  have  said, 
in  a  drawer.  It  was  not  locked,  and  precisely 
like  the  drawer  of  any  ordinary  wTi ting-table. 
But,  John,  I  also  have  one  question  to  ask. 
You  say  that  a  man  of  the  name  of  Johnson 
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sent  you  that  message  from  the  Ditchford 
Hospital.  There  was  a  man  I've  known  for 
many  years,  no  very  reputable  character,  and 
therefore  quite  as  likely  to  be  travelling  under 
the  name  of  Johnson  as  not,  who  always  as- 
sured me  that  he  stole  the  papers,  and  knew  ,- 
where  they  were.  However,  he  was  killed  in 
a  railway  accident,  I  believe,  and  certainly 
never  confided  the  secret  to  me.' 

'  It's  the  same  man  ;  it  must  be  the  same 
man ! '  exclaimed  the  banker,  excitedly.  '  Called 
himself  Johnson — and,  God  help  me,  Dick,  I 
went  up  to  Ditchford  expecting  to  see  you, 
only  to  find — a  dead  man  whom  I  had  never 
seen  before.  In  my  anxiety  to  get  some  clue 
to  the  missing  deeds,  I  telegraphed  for  an 
officer  from  Scotland  Yard,  who  identified 
him  as  a  well-known  burglar,  Creasey  by 
name.' 
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'  Then  the  scoundrel  spoke  the  truth  after 
alh  I  should  like  to  have  heard  his  version 
of  the  business.' 

'  He  left  a  long  letter  with  the  chaplain — a 
confession,  I  suppose  I  might  say,  since  it  was 
upon  that  ground  that  the  reverend  gentle- 
man refused  to  give  it  up  to  any  one  except  the 
person  to  whom  it  was  addressed  :  '  Eichard 
Brent,  Esq.'     That's  you,  Dick,  you  know.' 

'Yes,'  replied  the  other.  '  I'm  curious  to 
see  that  confession.  It's  a  whim  of  mine. 
Mary,  get  a  pen  and  ink,  and  just  write  a 
letter  I'll  dictate  to  you.' 

At  her  uncle's  dictation  Mary  penned  a 
letter  to  the  chaplain  of  the  Ditchford  Hos- 
pital, requesting  him  to  give  the  bearer  the 
confession  addressed  to  Eichard  Brent,  alian 
Eichard  Lydney,  as  testimony  to  the  inno- 
cence of  a   dying  man  who  wished  to   clear 
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himself  of   a  crime    of  which    he    had    been 
wrongfully  accused. 

This    letter    Eichard    signed,    and    made 

Mary  witness,  and  then  said,  '  Take  the  deeds, 

John  ;  you  will  find  them  all  right.     I  am  too 

tired  to  talk  more  now  ;  and  I  daresay  youll 

be  all  the  better  for  lying  down  a  bit  yourself. 

Come  and  see  me  to-morrow,  if  you're  well 

enough.     At  all  events,  Mary,  I  shall  expect 

you.     Leave  me   that  note,   and   as    you    go 

downstairs  ask  them  to   tell  Sam  Mercer  to 

come  up  and  see  me.' 

They  bid  the  sick  man  good-bye,  and  as 
they  descended  the  stairs  Sam  came  from  a 
lower  room  into  the  hall.  Mary  gave  her 
message,  and  as  soon  as  Sam  had  seen  them 
into  their  carriage,  he  turned  back  into  the 
house  and  went  up  into  Eichard  Lydney's 
room. 
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'  Time  the  visit  was  over,'  said  the  book- 
maker, gently.  '  Tell  me  what  it  is  you  want, 
and  I'll  do  it,  no  fear,  and  then  get  some 
rest; 

Pdchard  told  him  to  read  the  letter  and 
close  it.  'Xow.'  he  said,  when  the  book- 
maker had  finished,  '  I  want  you  to  go  down 
to  Ditchford  with  that  letter  by  the  earhest 
train,  and  to  bring  that  confession  back  with 
you.' 

'  One  word,'  said  Sam.  '  You've  trusted 
me  all  through  this  business,  and  found  me 
ever  honest.  You'd  better  let  me  hand  this 
over  to  Captain  Chives — the  chaplain  will  pay 
more  attention  to  an  officer  in  the  army  than 
he  would  to  me.  Clergymen  of  the  Church 
of  England  don't  think  much  of  my  calling.' 

'  Do  as  you  think  best ;  but  remember  I 
rely  upon  you.' 
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'  And  you  may,'  said  the  bookmaker,  and 
dashing  down  the  stairs  he  jumped  into  the 
cab  which  he  had  kept  waiting  in  case  of 
contingencies,  and  drove  West  as  fast  as, 
stimulated  by  the  promise  of  an  extra  guer- 
don, the  driver  could  take  him. 

He  was  fortunate  enouo^h  to  catch  Chives 
just  thinking  of  lunch,  and  no  sooner  did  that 
gentleman  awake  to  a  sense  of  what  was 
required  of  him  than  he  was  prompt  in  the 
extreme.  An  'ABC  was  sent  for,  con- 
sulted, and  the  very  next  train  saw  the 
artilleryman  on  his  way  to  Ditch  ford. 
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creasey's   confession 

Although  Mr.  Lydney  had  been  greatly  ex- 
cited at  finding  that  his  brother  was  still 
alive,  yet  the  recover}^  of  the  precious  securi- 
ties had  so  soothing  an  effect  upon  his  mind 
that  he  did  not  suffer  so  much  as  it  was 
feared  he  might.  Mar}"  was  very  anxious 
about  him,  but  towards  the  evening  he  be- 
came more  tranquil,  and  after  passing  a 
tolerably  good  night  professed  himself  not 
only  able,  but  anxious,  to  accompany  his 
dauorhter  to  Islino-ton. 

'  Poor   Dick  ! '  he    said.       '  What  a  mise- 
rable mistake  his  life  has  all  been,  and  how 
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little  we  have  seen  of  each  other  !  I  suppose, 
poor  fellow,  I  ought  to  have  looked  after  him 
better,  I  was  so  many  years  his  senior  ;  but 
I  was  only  just  married,  and  I  had  no  idea  he 
was  going  to  the  bad.  If  he  had  only  con- 
fided his  troubles  to  me !  As  for  his  debts,  no 
doubt  they  were  such  as  I  could  easily  have 
arranged.  And  as  for  his  being  entangled 
with  Miss  Windsor,  he  might  have  gone  away 
just  as  easily  with  our  knowledge  instead  of 
without  it.  If  he  had  only  had  the  sense  to 
come  back  at  once  and  declare  his  innocence 
of  the  robbery  all  would  have  been  well ;  but 
he  hadn't  the  courage  to  face  it.  Poor  Dick  ! 
Ah,  it'll  all  matter  little  to  him  in  a  few 
weeks  now  ! ' 

Mary  made  no  answer.  She  was  wonder- 
ing in  her  own  mind  whether  the  note  she 
'lad  vviitten  for  her  i.ncle  yesterday  had  been 
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successful,  and  whether  the  story  of  the 
missing  papers  from  the  time  they  left  the  safe 
in  Exmouth  to  their  discovery  by  her  uncle  in 
the  ball-room  of  the  Dragon  was  likely  to  be 
unravelled. 

Chives  had  accomplished  his  errand  suc- 
cessfully, after  some  slight  demur  on  the  pait 
of  the  chaplain  of  the  Ditchford  Hospital. 
Producing  Eichard  Lydney's  note,  he  had  at 
once  unfolded  his  mission.  The  chaplain 
read  the  letter  carefully,  and,  liaving  done 
that,  remarked  : 

'  This  is  your  card,  of  course.  Captain 
Chives  ?  May  I  ask  if  you  are  acquainted 
with  the  writer  of  this  note  ? ' 

'  I  neither  know  him  nor  its  contents,' 
was  the  rejoinder.  '  I  was  told  that  you 
were  unwilling  to  part  with  the  letter  I  am 
commissioned  to  brin^i  back  with  me  unless 
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perfectly  assured  that  it  would  fall  into  the 
hands  of  the  man  for  whom  it  was  intended. 
I  was  further  told  that  that  man  was  on  his 
death-bed,  and  excessively  anxious  to  have 
this  letter.  It  was  thought  that  my  status  as 
an  officer  in  the  army  would  be  a  guarantee 
to  you  that  this  application  was  bond  jide^ 
and  I  am  quite  willing  to  answer  for  the 
honesty  of  those  who  sent  me.  Further,  I 
was  told  to  say  that  if  you  will  insist  on 
delivering  it  with  your  own  hands,  it  will  do 
equally  well,  providing  you  are  prepared  to 
return  with  me  to  London  by  the  next  train.' 

'  Do  you  know  Mr.  Lydney,  the  banker  of 
Exmouth  ?  '  inquired  the  chaplain. 

'  Certainly,'  replied  Chives. 

'  And  Eichard  Lydney  ?  ' 

'Never  heard  of  him,'  was  the  response. 

'  I  should  like  to  place  this  letter  in  the 
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hands  for  which  it  was  intended  myself ;  but 
it  would  be  extremely  inconvenient  for  me  to 
go  to  town  to-night,  and,  therefore.  Captain 
Chives,  I  must  entrust  it  to  you.  If  you'll 
wait  a  couple  of  minutes  I'll  fetch  it.' 

This  the  reverend  gentleman  accordingly 
did,  and  in  less  than  an  hour  Chives  was 
speeding  back  to  town  with  the  letter  in  his 
breast-pocket.  Through  the  medium  of  Sam 
Mercer,  Creasey's  confession  was  speedily 
transferred  to  the  house  at  Islington,  and 
when  Richard  Lydney  welcomed  his  brother 
and  niece  the  next  morning,  he  held  the 
paper  in  his  hand. 

'  I  know,  John,  you  believed  my  story 
yesterday ;  but  it  is  a  satisfaction  to  me  to 
place  a  thorough  confirmation  of  it  in  your 
hands.     Eead  it.' 

There  were  a  few  lines  at  the  commence- 
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ment  to  the  effect  that  it  had  been  written 
down  by  the  chaplain  at  the  earnest  request 
of  James  Creasey.  a  criminal,  dying  at  Ditch - 
ford  Hospital  from  injuries  received  in  a 
railway  accident.  '  I  have  thought  proper,' 
added  the  reverend  gentleman,  '  to  clothe  his 
confession  in  my  own  language,  in  preference 
to  the  mixture  of  argot  and  unconscious  pro- 
fanity in  which  it  was  couched  ' : — 

'  It  is  not  worth  saying  much  about  my- 
self, but  I  was  a  regular  gutter-bred  one,  I 
was.  Such  as  us  haven't  much  of  a  chance 
in  this  world,  and  I  wasn't  the  sort  to  break 
my  heart  in  trying  to  get  an  honest  living.  I 
was  pretty  clever  at  pocket-picking  as  a  child, 
and  by  the  time  I  was  twenty  had  begun  to 
make  a  name  for  myself  as  a  burglar.' 

(There  was  a  note  by  the  chaplain.  '  N.B. — 
The  miserable  man  seemed  really  to  look  back 


CREASE Y'S  CONFESSION  257 

with  pride  upon  liis  reputation.')  'Well,  I 
have  broken  into  a  many  houses,  and  been  into 
a  many  gaols ;  like  others,  our  profession  has  its 
ups  and  downs.  But  what  I  am  coming  to  is 
this.  By  the  time  I  was  about  thirty  years  of 
age  I  had  made  things  .a  little  too  hot  for  my- 
self to  make  London  and  its  neighbourhood 
pleasant  as  a  residence,  and  determined  to 
make  a  little  business  tour  in  the  provinces, 
and  after  a  bit  found  myself  at  Exmouth. 
There  was  a  quiet  inn  about  a  mile  from  the 
town  at  which  I  put  up.  It  had  been  a  swell 
place,  I  fancy,  in  its  day,  but  it  was  on  the 
down  line  when  I  knew  it ;  been  a  big  house 
of  call,  I  heard,  in  the  old  smuggling  days. 
However,  it  was  a  nice  quiet  house,  with  no 
inquisitive  people  about,  and  I  thought  I'd 
make  it  my  headquarters  for  a  bit,  and  see 
what  was  to  be  done  in  the  neighbourhood. 
VOL.    III.  s 
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Well,  they  were  pretty  old-fashioned  in  their 
habits  down  there,  and  so  were  their  locks 
and  fastenings,  when  they  happened  to  recol- 
lect to  use  'em.  Getting  into  a  house  down 
there,  for  a  swell  London  cracksman  such  as 
I  was  by  that  time,  was  child's  play,  and  I 
drove  a  very  pretty  trade.  But  people  will 
talk,  and  after  a  little  they  raised  such  a 
hullabaloo  about  my  visits  that  I  determined 
to  finish  off  with  a  very  likely  crib  that  I  had 
marked  down,  and  then  quit  the  locality.  I 
had  worked  the  oracle,  made  a  very  good 
haul  indeed,  and  was  returning  home  through 
Exmouth  in  the  early  morning  when  I  saw  a 
young  gentleman  open  the  door  of  a  house  in 
the  main  street,  look  cautiously  up  and  down, 
then  come  out,  and  with  a  bag  in  his  hand 
walk  quickly  past  me  in  the  direction  of  the 
railway   station.     I  had  a  good  look  at  his 
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face,  for  I  was  wondering  at  first  whether  he 
was  in  my  own  line,  but  no,  he  looked  rather 
too  much  of  a  gentleman  for  that.  I  walked 
on,  and  as  I  passed  the  door  that  he  had 
come  out  of,  a  little  to  my  astonishment  I 
saw  that  it  belonged  to  the  Bank,  and  that  he 
had  left  it  ajar.  Encouraged  by  my  success, 
I  determined,  at  all  events,  to  have  a  look  in. 
There  was  nobody  about.  I  slipped  on  india- 
rubber  overshoes,  stepped  inside  the  hall,  put 
down  my  bag  of  plunder,  and  began  to  ex- 
plore. I  had  not  to  go  far  before  my  prac- 
tised eye  discovered  what  I  wanted — the  safe. 
It  was  locked,  of  course,  but  tlie  lock  was  of 
the  old  provincial  pattern,  and  what  was  that 
to  a  top-sawyer  like  me,  with  the  latest  im- 
provements in  jimmies  and  skeleton  keys  in 
my  pocket?  There  was  risk,  of  course.  I 
didn't  know  who   slept   on   the    premises.     I 
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didn't  know  whether  that  door  was  left  open 
by  accident  or  design — in  tlie  latter  case  that 
young  man  might  return.  I  resolved  to 
chance  it,  and  in  less  than  fifteen  minutes  I 
was  inside  that  safe.  As  far  as  gold  went 
there  was  not  a  great  deal,  and  I  wasn't  quite 
such  a  fool  as  to  take  the  notes  of  a  country 
bank.  But  there  were  a  lot  of  deeds  and 
such  like,  and  for  the  return  of  these  there 
is  sometimes  a  big  reward  advertised  and  no 
questions  asked  ;  so  a  bundle  of  these  I 
took,  and  then  walked  home  to  my  quarters 
at  the  Dragon. 

'  The  next  day  there  was  no  end  of  a 
bobbery  all  over  the  place ;  if  my  previous 
exploits  had  interested  the  public,  the  robbery 
at  the  Bank  had  excited  it  to  fever  pitch.  I 
soon  found  that  to  leave  my  present  quarters 
would  be  to  at  once  attract  attention.     Quiet 
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though  the  people  were,  and  indifferent  to  the 
proceedings  of  their  lodgers,  yet  the  recent 
robberies  were  being  discussed  at  the  bar  and 
in  the  tap-room  by  the  few  customers  who 
chanced  to  drop  in.  Most  of  my  plunder  I 
had  already  got  away  to  tOAvn,  especially  such 
as  was  compromising.  The  most  condemning 
things  I  had  got  about  me  were  the  papers  I 
had  taken  from  the  bank.  I  was  desperately 
afraid  of  being  caught  Avith  them  upon  me. 
Nobody  ever  went  into  the  old  ball-room,  and 
I  resolved  to  hide  them  there  in  the  drawer 
of  an  old  table,  and  come  back  for  them 
when  the  storm  had  blown  over.  In  a  few 
days  I  left,  but  was  shortly  after  convicted  of 
a  robbery  near  London,  for  which  I  got  five 
years'  imprisonment.  I  have  been  in  gaol 
half  my  Hfe,  and  when  I  was  out  somehow  I 
never  seemed  to  have  time  to  go  down  and 
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fetch  those  papers ;  in  fact,  I  don't  think  I 
should  have  bothered  my  head  any  more 
about  them,  only  that  they  gave  me  a  sort  of 
hold  over  Brent,  as  he  called  himself,  although 
I  knew  his  real  name  to  be  Eichard  Lydney. 
I  don't  know  how  it  was ;  I  don't  think  he 
cared  about  me,  but  I  had  a  curious  fancy 
for  him.  He  had  had  a  robbery  chalked 
down  to  him,  you  see,  which  I  committed, 
and  though  he  hadn't  been  "  shopped  "  for  it, 
still  he  had  had  to  pay  for  it  in  his  way.  Last 
time  I  came  out  of  prison  I  inquired  about 
Brent,  and  for  a  long  time  couldn't  make  out 
what  had  become  of  him.  At  last  I  heard  he 
was  in  the  country  down  Devonshire  way.  I'd 
got  a  bit  of  money,  so  I  thought  I'd  tog  my- 
self out  respectable,  and  go  down  toExmouth. 
There  might  be  a  bit  of  business  to  be  done 
there  ;  it  might  be  that  Brent  had  gone  down 
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there — scenes  of  his  childhood,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing — and  I  might  find  out  if  those 
papers  were  still  where  I  had  put  them.  If  I 
found  'em  and  Brent,  I  determined  this  time 
he  should  have  them  right  off.  Well,  I  got 
down  there,  found  the  old  Dragon  Inn  was 
still  going,  and  .was  thinking  about  taking 
up  my  quarters  there,  when  I  was  unluckily 
got  hold  of  by  an  inquisitive  old  fool,  who  I 
soon  found  knew  the  people  who  kept  it,  and 
Avas  a  daily  visitor  there.  While  I  was. think- 
ing how  to  shake  him  off  came  the  explosion, 
and  I  found  Brent  had  been  carrying  on  his 
old  game  again.  Under  pretence  of  curiosity 
to  see  the  place,  I  did  my  best  to  search  the 
old  ball-room,  but  the  excise  officers  kept  too 
jealous  a  watch,  and,  though  allowed  to  see 
the  house  and  the  illicit  still,  I  never  was  left 
a  moment  alone.     Leaving  Exmouth,  I  got  my 
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gruel.  The  doctor  tells  me  it's  all  up  with 
me,  and  I  can't  live — and  that's  all  1  know 
about  the  papers,  so  help  me  heaven. 

'  I  have  sent  word  to  Mr.  Lydney,  the 
banker,  of  Exmouth,  and  I  wish  this  paper  to 
be  given  to  Eichard  Lydney,  alias  Brent,  if 
ever  he  makes  inquiries  about  his  old  pal, 
James  Creasey,  alias  Johnson.' 

The  whole  tale  of  the  lost  securities  was 
now  perfectly  clear,  and  it  was  singular  to 
reflect  that  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  insa- 
tiable curiosity  of  the  meddlesome  Tootell 
those  long-lost  papers  would  have  found  their 
way  back  to  Mr.  Lydney 's  hands  in  time  to 
save  the  bank  of  Lydney  &  Co. 


26; 


CONCLUSION 

The  case  of  '  Hallaton  versus  Hallaton '  comes 
into  court  at  last,  and  if  the  scandal-mongers 
expected  piquant  revelations,  they  were  sadly 
disappointed.  As  Audley  South  said,  '  Lady 
Wrensley  was  as  great  a  fraud  in  the  law 
courts  as  she  had  been  in  society.'  Talk 
about  an  interesting  trial,  it  was  nothing  but 
a  most  prosaic  and  everyday  case  of  bigamy, 
rendered  more  so  by  the  absence  of  the  prin- 
cipal actors  in  the  drama,  with  the  exception 
of  Sir  Frederick  Hallaton.  The  proceedings 
were  of  the  baldest  and  briefest ;  there  was 
no  defence.  It  was  proved  in  the  most  con- 
clusive way  that  Sarah  had  no  pretence  what- 
ever for  supposing  her  husband  to  be  dead, 
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and  that  application  to  his  lawyers  would 
have  at  once  assured  her  she  was  mistaken, 
even  had  she  thought  so,  while  Sir  William's 
solicitors,  instructed  by  their  client,  produced 
proof  of  the  second  bigamous  marriage.  The 
decision  of  the  Court  promised  Sir  Frederick 
his  freedom  as  soon  as  the  six  months'  delay 
imposed  by  law  had  expired. 

Mary  wrote  a  long  description  of  the  re- 
covery of  the  papers  to  her  old  friend.  Dr. 
Meadows,  and  informed  him  that  she  and  her 
father  would  remain  in  town  some  little  time 
longer,  as  it  was  impossible  to  leave  her  uncle 
Eichard,  who  was  rapidly  sinking.  Though 
she  had  never  heard  of  this  relation,  her 
father  told  her  that  Dr.  Meadows  would  re- 
member him  and  all  the  circumstances  of  his 
disappearance.  As  for  Sir  Frederick,  she  had 
seen  nothing  of  him  since  she  had  been  in 
London,  though  the  papers  had  informed  her 
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of  the  results  of  '  Hallaton  versus  Hallaton/ 
It  would  make  little  difference  to  her,  she 
thought,  but  she  was  glad  that  he  was  re- 
leased from  that  infamous  woman. 

Their  stay  in  London,  however,  soon  came 
to  an  end,  and  in  three  weeks  Eichard  Lydney 
had  closed  his  misguided  career,  and  was  laid 
quietly  in  his  grave,  with  his  brother,  niece, 
and  Sam  Mercer  as  mourners.  He  left,  to  the 
banker's  surprise,  some  seven  or  eight  thou- 
sand pounds  behind  him,  all  of  which,  with 
the  exception  of  a  handsome  legacy  to  Sam 
Mercer,  was  bequeathed  to  Mary.  The  last 
sad  duties  performed,  Mr.  Lydney  was  anxious 
to  hurry  back  to  Exmouth  with  the  precious 
papers,  and  re-estabhsh  himself  in  the  eyes 
of  all  his  friends  and  acquaintances.  Just 
before  leaving  town  Mary  got  a  note  from 
Sir  Frederick,  in  which  he  congratulated  her 
on  the  satisfactory  result  of  her  visit  to  London, 
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furtlier  informed  her  that  he  was  going  abroad 
for  some  time,  and  begged  her  not  to  forget 
what  he  had  said  the  Last  time  he  saw  her. 


Wandering  up  and  down  on  the  Continent, 
well  known  in  the  Eiviera,  and  notably  as  a 
daring  and  successful  player  at  Monte  Carlo, 
is  a  bold,  handsome  woman,  always  strikingly 
dressed,  and  who  attracts  much  attention 
whenever  she  appears.  She  is  generally  sur- 
rounded by  a  train  of  admirers ;  but  ladies, 
though  inquisitive  as  to  whom  she  may  be,  and 
unable  to  refrain  from  admiration  of  her  in- 
solent beauty  and  magnificent  toilettes,  mani- 
fest no  desire  to  make  her  acquaintance.  It 
is  whispered  that  she  is  a  woman  with  a 
history,  and  certain  it  is  that  those  few  of 
her  own  sex  she  consorts  with  can  also  lay 
claim  to  that  somewhat  dubious  distinction. 
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Eumoiir  says  that  slie  was  once  a  star  in  the 
London  world,  and  is  now  one  of  those  lost 
Pleiades  upon  whom  society  has  closed  the 
gates  of  Paradise.  Although  amply  provided 
for — Sir  Wilham  behaved  to  the  guilty  woman 
with  chivalrous  Hberality — Sarah,  or  Madame 
Mercier,  as  she  now  calls  herself,  is  always  in 
sore  straits  for  money.  She  has  contracted 
habits  of  unbridled  extravagance,  and  to  be 
numbered  among  the  train  of  her  admirers  is 
a  heavy  tax  upon  any  man  not  posssessed 
of  liberal  resources.  Lover  she  has  none  ; 
except  for  that  passing  caprice  for  Fred 
Ilallaton,  Sarah  has  never  known  what  it  is 
to  feel  a  tendresse  for  any  man.  A  coquette 
to  the  tips  of  her  fingers,  she  is  a  ver}^  adept 
in  the  taxation  of  those  who  succumb  to  her 
fascinations.  As  one  who  had  worn  her 
chains  for  a  season  remarked   on  recoverinsf 
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his  freedom,  '  She  is  a  charming,  but  clevihsh 
expensive  acquaintance.' 

Still  Sarah,  stiff  upper  hp  as  she  might 
keep  to  the  world,  felt  her  downfall  bitterly. 
There  were  women  she  encountered  at  times 
whom  she  had  either  snubbed  or  patronised 
in  her  days  of  splendour,  who  avenged  the 
slights  of  former  times,  and  passed  her  with 
stony  stare  or  contemptuous  smile.  Such 
episodes  stung  her  haughty  temper  to  mad- 
ness. Eestlessly  she  moved  from  place  to 
place,  seeking,  hke  the  fabled  wanderer,  that 
peace  which  in  this  world  she  would  never 
attain.  Quiet  seclusion  had  no  attraction  for 
Sarah.  She  craved  excitement :  society  was 
a  necessity  for  her ;  and  yet  the  averted  looks 
of  the  women  and  the  bold  homage  of  the 
men  were  gall  and  wormwood  to  her.  Play  ! 
Yes,  Monaco  gave  zest  to  life ;  but,  fortunate 
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as    one    may    be    at    starting,    the    persistent 
gambler  invariably  finds  the  tables  too  much 
for  him  in   the   end,  and   what  would  be   a 
comfortable  income  for  any  one  indulging  per- 
sistently in  rouge   et  noir  defies    calculation. 
It  was  after  a  very  bad  week  at  Monaco  that 
Sarah  came  to  the  conclusion  that  life  was  be- 
coming very  stale  and  unprofitable.    She  was  a 
fool ;  she  had  lost  every  shilling  she  could  lay 
her  hands  on.     Stay ;  she  had  some  valuable 
jewellery  as  yet — little  difficulty  about  realis- 
ing that  in  the  last  legitimate  home  of  rouge 
et  noir  and  roulette.     She  would  have  one  last 
night  at  the  tables  and  recoup  herself.     The 
stimulant  had  become  a  necessity  to  her,  and, 
sad  to  say,  other  stimulants  as  well.     Never 
had  she   played    bolder    or  with  worse  luck 
than  she  did  that  evening.     It  was  soon  over, 
and  with  a  saucy  smile,  a  gay  laugh,  and  a 
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declaration  that  she  was  utterly  ruined,  she 
accepted  the  invitation  of  one  of  her  admirers 
to  supper.  Never  had  she  appeared  in  wilder 
spirits  than  slie  did  at  that  repast ;  and  when 
her  cavalier  bade  her  good  night  on  the  steps 
of  her  hotel,  he  little  dreamt  that  it  was  good 
night  for  aye,  for  ever. 

Sarah  Mercer  was  found  the  next  morn- 
ing apparently  asleep  in  an  armchair  in  the 
sitting-room  ;  but  the  empty  phial  with  the 
smell  of  chloral  still  clasped  in  the  stiffened 
fingers  told  the  last  scene  of  that  pitiful  life. 
Two  years  after  her  flight  from  London,  and 
Sarah's  restless  spirit  was  at  peace. 

Mr.  Lydney's  old  friends  rallied  strongly 
around  him  on  his  return  to  Exmouth.  Dr. 
Meadows  proclaimed  the  whole  story  far 
and  wide  ;  and  although  the  bank  was  never 
reopened,  all  its  liabilities  were  discharged,  and 
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the  banker  himself  satisfactorily  acquitted  of 
intentional  fraud. 

As  for  Mary,  hard  though  Sir  Frederick 
pleaded,  she  resolutely  declined  to  become  his 
wife  while  Sarah  lived.  '  It  may  be  a  foolish 
prejudice,  my  darling.  I  cannot  help  it.  I 
should  never  feel  married  to  you  while  that 
woman  lived.  I  shall  never  marry  any  one 
else  ;  but  Fred,  dear,  don't  think  that  I  have 
any  wish  to  hold  you  bound  to  me.  You  will 
be  my  own  love  as  long  as  I  hve.  You  will 
find  other  girls  who  will  laugh  at  my  foolish 
fancies,  and  God  grant  you  may  be  happy 
with  one  of  them.' 

However,-  Sir  Frederick  did  not  come 
across  that  young  lady  whom  Mary  had  sug- 
gested might  fill  her  place  before  Sarah's 
unexpected  death  effectually  removed  all  MisS 
Lydney's  objections. 

VOL.    III.  T- 
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Colonel  Chives,  though  a  frequent  guest 
at  Oaklands,  still  visits  there  unaccompanied. 
He  delivered  himself  one  night  in  the  smok- 
ing-room as  follows  :  '  I  have  lived  a  virtuous 
and  prosperous  life,  have  had  a  deal  of  fun  in 
my  time,  unclouded  by  domestic  afflictions, 
except  in  the  case  of  the  lamented  decease  of 
Fuss  and  Fidget ;  and  except  when,  in  spite  of 
old  Sam's  counsels,  the  "  racing  flies  up  and 
hits  me  in  the  eye  " '  (meaning  '  proves  unsuc- 
cessful '  in  Chives'  vernacular),  '  have  nothing 
to  complain  of;  nor  upon  the  whole,  Master 
Fred,  have  you/ 

*  No,  indeed,  Dicky,'  was  the  reply  ;  *"  I  m 
a  very  much  more  fortunate  man  than  I 
deserve  to  be.' 

THE   END. 


SpotfiBicood^^  <£•  Co.  J'rinters,  Nev-stveet  Squart,  Lcr'iJorr. 


January,  1890. 
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with  an  Introductory  Essay  by  Alger- 
non Charles  Swinburne.  Vol.  Ill,, 
the  Translations  ot  the  Iliad  and  Odys- 
sey. Three  V^ols.,  crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  18s.  ;  or  separately,  6s.  each 

Chatto&  Jackson. — A  Treatise 
on  Wood  Engraving,  Historical  and 
Practical.  By  Wm.  Andrew  Chatto 
and  John  Jackson.  With  an  Addi- 
tional Chapter  by  Henry  G.  Eohn  ; 
and  450  tine  Illustrations.  A  Reprint 
of  the  last  Revised  Edition,  Large 
4to,  half-bound.  288. 


Chaucer: 

Chaucer  for  Children:  A  Golden 
Key.  By  Mrs.  H  R  .  Haweis.  With 
Eif^ht  Coloured  Pictures  and  nu- 
merous Woodcuts  by  the  Author. 
New  Ed.,  small  4to,  cloth  extra,  bs. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  By  Mrs.  H  R. 
Haweis.  DemySvo,  cloth  limp,  23. 6d. 

Clare. — For  the  Love  of  a  Lass; 

A  Tale  of  Tynedale.  By  Austin 
Clare,  Author  of  "A  Child  of  the 
Menhir,"  &c.  Two  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  123. 

Clodd. —  Myths  and   Dreams. 

By  Edward  Clodd,  F.R.A.S.,  Author 
of  "The  Story  of  Creation,"  &c. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Cobban. — The  Cure  of  Souls: 

A  Story.  By  J.  Maclaren  Cobban. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Coleman  (John),  Works  by: 

Players    and    Playwrights    I    have 

Known.   Two  Vols,,  demy  8vo,  cloth 

extra,  24s. 
Curly:    An   Actor's  Romance.    With 

Illustrations    by    J.    C.    Dollman. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Collins  (C.  Allston).— The  Bar 

Sinister:  A  Story.  By  C.  Allston 
Collins.    Post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,2s. 

Collins  (Churton). — A  Mono- 
graph on  Dean  Swift.  By  J.  Chur- 
ton Collins.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
8s.  [Shortly. 

Collins  (Mortimer),  Novels  by  : 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  Cd.  each  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sweet  Anne  Page. 
Transmigration. 
From   Midnight  to   Midnight. 

A  Fight  with  Fortune.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Collins  (Mortimer  8c  Frances), 

Novels  by : 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  Me  False. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,    2s.  each. 

Sweet  and  Twenty. 

Frances. 
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Collins    (Wilkie),    Novels    by: 

Crown  8vo.  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each  ; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Anton  na  IHnst  bv  SirJoHNGiLBERX. 

Basil  Illustrated  by  Sir  John  Gil- 
bert and  J    Mahoney. 

Hide  and  Seek.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Dead  Secret.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert. 

Queen  of  Hearts.  Illustrated  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert  ^      ,    ,   . 

My  Miscellanies  With  a  Steel-plate 
Portrait  of  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Woman  in  ",  hite.  With  Illus- 
trations by  Sir  John  Gilbert  and 

F.  A.  I'Raser. 

The  Moonstone.    With  Illustrations 

byG.  DuMAURiERandF.  A.  Fraser. 

Man  and  Wife.    lUusts.  by  W.  Small. 

Poor     Miss    Finch.      Illustrated    by 

G.  Du     Maurier     and     Edward 
Hughes.  ,,,  .        , 

Miss  or  Mrs.?  With  Illustrations  by 
S.  L.  FiLDEsand  Henry  Woods. 

The  New  Magdalen.  Illustrated  bv 
G.Du  Maurier  and  C.S.Reinhardt. 

The  Frozen  Deep.  Illustrated  by 
G.  Du  Maurier  and  J.  Mahoney. 

The  Law  and  the  Lady.  Illustrated 
by  S.  L.  FiLDES  and  Sydney  Hall. 

The  Two  Destinies. 

The  Haunted  Hotel.  Illustrated  by 
Arthur  Hopkins. 

The  Fallen  Leaves. 

Jezebel's  Daughter. 

The  Blacl<  Robe.  ^    , 

Heart  and  Science:  A  Story  of  the 
Present  Time. 

"I  Say  No." 

The  Evil  Genius. 

Little  Novels.      | A^ogue's  Life. 

The  Legacy  of  Cain.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd 

Blind  Love.  With  a  Preface  by 
Walter  Besant,  and  36  Illustra- 
tions by  A.  FoRESTiEK.  Three 
Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Colman's    Humorous   Works: 

"Broad  Grins,"  "  My  Night.^^own  and 
Slippers,"  and  other  Humorous  W^orks, 
Prose  and  Poetical,  of  George  Col- 
man.  With  Life  by  G.  B.  Buckstone, 
and  Frontispiece  by  Hogarth.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Colquhoun.— Every  Inch  a  Sol- 
dier :  A  Novel.  By  M.  J.  Colquhoun. 
Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Conv^^ay  (IV.oncure  D.),  Works 

by: 
Demonology  and  Devil-Lore.    Third 

Edition.       With     65     Illustrations. 

Two  Vols.,  8vo,  cloth  cxtrd,  283. 
A   Necklace  of  Stories.     Illustrated 

by  W.  J     Hennessy.     Square  8vo, 

cloth  extra,  63. 
Pine  and  Palm:     A  Novel.    Cheaper 

Ed.  Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. [S/tori/jy. 

Cook  (Dutton),  Novels  by: 

Leo.     Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Paul  Foster's  Daughter.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s^ ^_ 

Copyright.  — A    Handbook  of 

English  and  Foreign  Copyright  in 
Literary  and   Dramatic  Works.     By 

Sidney  Jerrold.    Post  8vo,  cl.,  2s.  6d. 

Cornwall. — Popular  Romances 

of   the   West   of    England;    or,  The 

Drolls,  Traditions,  and  Superstitions 
of  Old  Cornwall.  Collected  and  Edited 
bv  Robert  Hunt,  F.R.S.  With  Two 
Steel-plate  Illustrations  by  George 
Cruikshank.  New  and  Revised  Edi- 
tion, with  Additions,  crown  bvo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Craddock.  — The    Prophet   of 

the  Great  Smoky  Mountains.  By 
Charles  Egbert  Craddock.  Post 
8ro,  illust.  bds.,  2s.  ;  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Cruikshank  (George): 

The  Comic  Almanack.  Complete  in 
Two  Series  :  The  First  from  1835 
to  1843  ;  the  Second  from  1844  to 
1853.  A  Gathering  of  the  Best 
Humour  of  Thackeray,  Hood,  May- 
hew,  Albert  Smith,  A'Beckett, 
Robert  Brough,  &c.  With  2,000 
Woodcuts  and  Steel  Engravings  by 
j  Cruikshank,  Hine,  Landells,  &o. 

Crown    8vo,    cloth    gilt,    two  thick 
volumes,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Life  of  George  Cruikshank.    By 
I  Blanchard     Jkrrold,     Authoi     of 

!  "The   Life  of  Napoleon  III.,"   &c. 

1  With    84    Illustrations.      New    and 

I  Cheaper    Edition,    with    Additional 

Plates,  and  a  Bibliography.    Crown 
Bvo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d, 


Convalescent      Cookery:      A 

Family    Handbook.      By    Catherine 
Ryan.     Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


Cumming(C.  F.  Gordon),Works 
by: 

Demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Hebrides.  With  Autotype  Fac- 
simile and  numerous  full-page  Illusts. 

hi  the  Himalayas  and  on  the  Indian 
Plains      With  numerous  Illusts. 

Via  Cornwall  to  Egypt.  With  a 
Photogravure  Frontispiece.  Demy 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
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Curzon. — The  Blue  Ribbon  of 

the  Tupf.  By  Louis  Henry  Curzon. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  [Apyjl. 

Cussans.— Handbook    of   Her- 

aldry;  with  Instructions  for  Tracing 
Pedigrees  and  Deciphering  Ancient 
MSS.,  &c.  By  John  E.  Cussans. 
New  and  Revised  Edition,  illustrated 
with  over  400  Woodcuts  and  Coloured 
Plates.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Cyples.— Hearts   of    Gold:     A 

Novel.  By  William  Cyples.  Crown 
Svo,  cJoth  extra,  3s.  6d.  ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Daniel. —  Merrie    England    in 

the  Olden  Time.  By  George  Daniel. 
With  Illustrations  by  Robt.  Cruik- 
SHANK.  Crown  fcvo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d. 

Daudet. — The  Evangelist ;    or, 

Port      Salvation.  By       Alphonse 

Daudet.  Translated  by  C.  Harry 
Meltzer.  With  Portrait  of  the 
Author.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3S.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Davenant. — Hints  for  Parents 

on  the  Choice  of  a  Profession  or 
Trade  for  their  Sons.  By  Francis 
Davenant,  M.A.  Post  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth 
limp,  Is.  6d. 

Davies  (Dr.  N.  E.),  Works  by: 
Crown  Svo  Is.  each;  cloth,  Is.  6d.  each. 

One  Thousand  Medical  Maxims. 

Nursery  Hints:  A  Mother's  Guide. 

Foods  for  the  Fat :  A  Treatise  on  Cor- 
pulency, and  a  Dietary  for  its  Cure. 

Aids  to  Long  Life.     Crown  Svo,  2s.  ; 
cloth  lirnp.  2s  6d. 

Davies'    (Sir  John)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  Psalms  I.  ; 
to  L.  in  Verse,  and  other  hitherto  Un-  | 
published  MSS.,  for  the  first  time 
Collected  and  Edited,  with  Memorial- 
Introduction  and  Notes,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Two  Vols., 
crown  Svo,  cloth  boards,  123. 


De  Maistre. — A  Journey  Round 

My  Room.  By  Xavier  de  Maistre. 
Translated  by.  Henry  Attwell.  Post 
8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.      

De  Mille.— A  Castle  in  Spain: 

A  Novel.  By  James  De  Mille.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra.  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Derwent  (Leith),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears.    |   Circe's  Lovers. 


Dickens  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Sketches  by  Boz.    I  Nicholas  Nickleby. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Oliver  Twist. 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens, 

1S41-1S70.  With  a  New  Bibliography, 
revised  and  enlarged.  Edited  and 
Prefaced  by  Richard  Herne  Shep- 
herd. Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. — Also 
a  Smaller  Edition,  in  the  Ma_\faif 
Library,  post  Svo,  cloth  limp.  2s.  6d. 
About  England  with  Dickens.  By 
Alfred  Rimmer.  With  57  Illustra- 
tions by  C.  A.  Vanderhoof,  Alfred 
Rimmer,  and  others,  Sq.  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 

Dictionaries: 

A  Dictionary  of  Miracles:  Imitative, 
Realistic,  and  Dogmatic.  By  the 
Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer^  LL.D.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Reader's  Handbook  of  Allu- 
sions, References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  E.  C.  Brewer, 
LL.D.  With  an  Appendix,  contain- 
ing a  Complete  English  Biblicgraphy. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo, 
1,400  pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Authors  and  their  Works,  with  the 
Dates.  Being  the  Appendices  to 
"The  Reader's  Handbook,"  sepa- 
rately printed.  By  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Brewer.   Crown  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

A  Dictionary  of  the  Drama:  Being 
a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the  Plays, 
Playwrights, Players,  and  Playhouses 
of  the  United  Kingdom  and  America, 
from  the  Earliest  to  the  Present 
Times.  By  W.  Davenport  Adams. 
A  thick  volume,  crown  Svo,  half- 
bound,  12s.  6d.  [in  preparaiioti. 

Familiar  Short  Sayings  of  Great 
Men.  With  Historical  and  Explana- 
tory Notes.  By  Samuel  A.  Bent, 
f.LA.  Fifth  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.     Cr.  bvo,  cloth  extra,7s.6d. 

The  Slang  Dictionary:  Etymological, 
Historical,  and  Anecdotal.  Crowa 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Women  of  the  Day:  A  Biographical 
Dictionary.  BvFkances  Hays.  Cr. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Words,  Facts,  and  Phrases;  A  Dic- 
tionary of  Curious,  Quaint,  and  Out- 
of-the-Way  Matters.  By  Eliezer 
Edwards.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
7s.  6d. 

Diderot.— The  Paradox  of  Act- 
ing. Translated,  witli  Annotations, 
from  Diderot's  "  Le  Paradoxe  sur  le 
Coiiiedien,  '  by  Walter  Herries 
Pollock.  With  a  Prelace  by  Henry 
I  ^viNG.     Cr.  Svo,  in  parchment,  4s.  6(1. 
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Dobson     (Austin).  —  Thomas 

Bewick  and  his  Pupils.  By  Austin 
Dobson.  With  95  ch  ice  Illustrations. 
Square  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Dobson  (W.  T.),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6ci.  each. 
Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 

and  Frolics. 
Poetical  Ingenuities  and   Eccentri- 

cities. 

Donovan      (Dick),      Detective 

Stories  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each ; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

The   Man-hunter:  Stories   from   the 

Note-book  of  a  Detective. 
Cauf ht  at  Last! 
Tracked  and  Taken. 

Drama,    A  Dictionary  of  the. 

Being  a  comprehensive  Guide  to  the 
Plays,  Playwrights,  Players,  and  Play- 
houses of  the  United  Kingdom  and 
America,  from  the  Earliest  to  the  Pre- 
sent Times.  By  W.  Davenport 
Adams.  (Uniform  with  Brewer's 
"  Reader's  Handbook  ")  Crown  8vo, 
halt-bound,  12s.  6d.       [In  preparation. 

Dramatists,  The  Old.     Cr.  8vo, 

cl.  ex.,  Vignette  Portraits,  6s.  per  Vol. 

Ben  Jonson's  Works.  With  Notes 
Critical  and  Explanatory,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Memoir  by  Wm.  Gifford. 
Edit,  by  Col.  Cunningham.     3  Vols. 

Chapman's  Works.  Complete  in 
Three  Vols.  Vol.  I.  contains  the 
Plays  complete,  including  doubtiul 
ones;  Vol.  II.,  Poems  and  Minor 
Translations,  with  Introductory  Essay 
by  A. C.  Swinburne;  Vol. III., Trans- 
lations of  the  Iliad  and  Odyssey. 

Marlowe's  Works.  Including  his 
Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introduction,  by  Col.  Cunning- 
ham     One  Vol. 

Massin  'er's  Plays.  From  the  Text  of 
William  (iiFFORO.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.     One  Vol. 

Dyer. — The      Folk -Lore     of 

Plants.  By  Rev.  T.  F.  Thiselton 
Dyer,  M.A.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Edgcumbe.  —  Zephyrus  :      A 

Holiday  in  Brazil  and  on  the  River 
Plate.  By  E.  R.  Pearce  Edgcumbe. 
Vv'ith  41  Illusts.     Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Edwards.— Words,  Facts,  and 

Phrases:  A  Dictionary  of  Curious, 
Quaint,  and  Out-ol-the-Way  Matters. 
By  Eliezer  Edwards.  Crowa  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 


Early   English    Poets.    Edited, 

with  Introductions  and  Annotations, 
by  Rev.  A.  B.Grosart,  D.D.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  boards,  63.  per  Volume. 

Fletcher's  (Giles,  B.D.)  Complete 
Poems.     One  Vol. 

Davies'  (Sir  John)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.     Two  Vols. 

Herrick's  (Robert)  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.    Three  Vols. 

Sidney's  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 
Poetical  Works.    Three  Vols. 

Eciwardes(IVIrs.  A.),  Novels  by: 

A  Point  of  Honour.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Archie  Lovell.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d.;   post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Eggieston.— Roxy:  A  Novel.    By 

Euw  akd  Eggleston.  Post  8vo,  illust. 
boards,  2s.        

Emanuel. — On   Diamonds  and 

Precious  stones:  their  History, Value, 
and  Properties  ;  with  Simple  Tests  for 
ascertaining  their  Reality.  By  Harry 
Emanuel,  F.R.G.S.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  tinted  and  plain.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Englishman's  House,  The :    A 

Practical  Guide  to  all  interested  in 
Selecting  or  Building  a  Hcuse  ;  with 
full  Estimates  of  Cost,  Quantities,  &c. 
By  C.  J.  Richardson.  Fourth  Edition. 
With  Coloured  Frontispiece  and  nearly 
600  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  7s.  6d. 


Ewald    (Alex.  Charles,  F.S.A.), 

Works  by: 

The  Life  and  Times  of  Prince 
Charles  Stuart,  Count  of  Albany, 
commonly  called  the  Young  Pre- 
tender. From  the  State  Papers  and 
other  Sources.  New  and  Cheaper 
Edition,  with  a  Portrait.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

stories  from  the  State  Papers. 
With  an  Autotype  Facsimile.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Eyes,  Our:    How  to  Preserve 

Them  from  Infancy  to  Old  Age.  By 
John  Browning, F.R. A. S.,  &c.  Eighth 
Edition  (Fourteenth  Thousand).  With 
70  Illustrations.    Crown  8vo,  cloth,  Is. 

Familiar    Short    Sayings    of 

Great  Men.  By  Samuel  Arthur 
Bent,  A.M.  Fifth  Edition,  Revised 
and  Enlarged.    Cr.  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  7s.  6d. 

Farrer  (J.  Anson),  Works  by : 
Military    Manners    and    Customs. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
War:  Three  Essays,  Reprinted  from 
"Military   Manners."      Crown   8vO| 
Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
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Faraday  (Michael),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d.  each. 

The  Chemical  History  of  a  Candle: 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations. 

On  the  Various  Forces  of  Nature, 
and  their  Relations  to  each  other  : 
Lectures  delivered  before  a  Juvenile 
Audience  at  the  Royal  Institution. 
•  Edited  by  William  Crookes,  F.C.S. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.       

Fin-Bee  — The    Cupboard 

Papers  :  Observations  on  the  Art  of 
Living  and  Dining.  By  Fin-Bec.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Fireworks,  The  Complete  Art 

of  Making;  or,  The  Pyrotechnist's 
Treasury.  By  Thomas  Kentish.  With 
267  Illustrations.  A  New  Edition,  Re- 
vised throughout  and  greatly  Enlarged. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Fitzgerald  (Percy),  Works  by: 
The     World     Behind    the     Scenes. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Little  Essays:  Passages  from  the 
Letters  of  Charles  Lamb.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

A  Day's  Tour:  A  Journey  through 
France  and  Belgium.  With  Sketches 
in  facsimile  of  the  Original  Draw- 
ings.    Crov.-n  4to  picture  cover,  Is. 

Fatal  Zero:  A  Homburg  Diary.  Cr. 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Bella  Donna-    |     Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tillotson. 
Seventy-five  Brooke  Street 
Polly.    I    The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

Fletchers  (Giles,  B.D.)  Com- 
plete Poems:  Christ's  Victorie  in 
Heaven,  Christ's  Victorie  on  Earth, 
Christ's  Triumph  over  Death,  and 
Minor  Poems.  With  Memorial-Intro- 
duction and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  bds.,  6s. 

Fonblanque. — Filthy  Lucre:  A 

Novel.    By  Albany  de  Fonblanque. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Frederic  (Harold),  Novels  by  : 

Seth's  Brother's  Wife.  Pest  Svo, 
iliustra'i  d  boards,  2s. 

The  Lawton  Girl.  With  a  Frontis- 
piece by  F.  Barnard.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra.  63. [Shortly. 

French  Literature,  History  of. 

By  Henry  Van  Laun.     Complete  in 
3  Vols.,  demy  SyO;  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 


Francillon   (R.  E.),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.each; 

post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s   each. 
One  by  One.  I    A  Real  Queen. 

Queen  Cophetua.  |     King  or  Knave  ? 

Olympia.  Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  23. 

Esther's  Glove.     Fcap.  Svo,  Is. 

Romances  of  the  Law.  With  a  Front- 
ispiece by  D.  H.  Friston.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  ts. ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Frenzeny.— Fifty  Years  on  the 

Trail  :  The  Adventures  of  John  Y. 
Nelson,  Scout,  Guide, and  Interpreter, 
in  the  Wild  West.  By  Harrington 
O'Reilly.  With  over  100  Illustrations 
by  Paul  Frenzeny.  Crown  Bvo.picture 
cover,  3s.  6d. ;  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Frere. — Pandurang    Hari  ;    or, 

Memoirs  of  a  Hindoo.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  H.  Bartle  Freke,  G.C.S.I.,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 

Friswell.— Oneof  Two:  ANovel. 

By  Hain  Friswell.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 

Frost  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33   6d.  each. 
Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers. 
Old  Showmen  and  Old  London  Fairs. 

Fry's  (Herbert)    Royal    Guide 

to  the  London  Charities.  Showing 
their  Name,  Date  of  Foundation, 
Objects,  Income,  Officials,  &c.  Edited 
by  John  Lane.  Published  Annually. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Gardening  Books: 

Post  Svo.  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 

A  Year's  Work  in  Garden  and  Green- 
house: Practical  Advice  to  Amateur 
Gardeners  as  to  the  Management  of 
the  Flower, Fruit,  and  Frame  Garden. 
By  George  Glenny. 

Our  Kitchen  Garden  :  The  Plants  we 
Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 
By  Tom  jerrold. 

Household  Horticulture:  A  Gossip 
about  Flowers.  By  Tom  and  Jane 
Jerrold.     Illustrated. 

The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
By  Tom  Jerrold. 

My  Garden  Wild,  and  What  I  Grew 
there.  By  F.  G  Heath.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  53. ;  gilt  edges,  6s. 

Garrett. — The  Capel  Girls:  A 

Novel.  By  Edward  Garrett.  Cr.  Svq, 
cl.  ex.,  33.  Cd. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
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The  Braes  of  Yap- 
row. 

A  Heart's  Prob- 
lem. 

TheGoldenShaft. 

Of  High   Degree. 

Loving  a  Dream. 


Gentieman's   Magazine  (The) 

for  1890.— Is.   Momhly.— In  addition    i 
to  the  Articles  upon  subjects  in  Litera-    | 
tare,  Science,  and  Art,  for  which  this 
Magazine   has  so   high   a  reputation, 
"Table  Talk"  by  Svlvanus   Urban 
appears  montn'.y.' 
\*  Bound  Vohtmcs  for  recent  years  are 

kept   m   stock,  cloth   extra,  price   8S.  6d. 

euck  ;  Cases  for  binding,  2s.  eacii. 

Gentleman's     Annual     (The). 

Piiblished  Annually  in  November.    In 
picture  cover,  demy  8vo,  Is. 

German  Popular  Stories.  Col- 
lected by  the  Brothers  Grimm,  and 
Translated  by  Edgar  Taylor.  Edited, 
with  an  Introduction,  by  John  Ruskin. 
With  22  Illustrations  on  Steel  by 
George  Cruikshank.  Square  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  73.  6d. 

Gibbon  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  «vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Robin  Gra.y. 
What      will      the 

World  Say? 
Queen       of      the 

Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 


In  Honour  Bound. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dead  Heart. 
For  Lack  of  Gold. 
For  the  King.    |  In  PasturesGreen. 
In  Love  and  War. 
By  Mead  and  Stream. 
A  Hard  Knot.  1  Heart's  Delight. 
Blood-Money. 

Gilbert  (William),  Novels  by  : 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Dr.  Austin's  Guests. 
The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
James  Duke,  Costermonger. 

Gilbert  (W.  S.),  Original  Plays 

by:  In  Two  Series,  each  complete  in 
itself,  price  2s.  6d.  each. 

The  First  Series  contains  —  The 
Wicked  World — Pygmalion  and  Ga- 
latea —  Charity  —  The  Princess  —  The 
Palace  of  Truth — Trial  by  Jury. 

The  Second  Series  contains — Bro- 
ken Hearts — Engaged — Sweethearts — 
Gretchen — Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb — 
H.M.S.  Pinafore — The  Sorcerer — The 
Pirates  ot  Penrance. 


Gilbert  (W.  S.),  continued— 

Eight  Original  Comic  Operas.  Writ- 
ten by  W.  S.  Gilbert.  Containing: 
The  Sorcerer— H.M.S.  "Pinafore" 
—The  Pirates  of  Penzance— lolanthe 
—  Patience  —  Princess  Ida  —  The 
Mikado— Trial  by  Jury.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Glenny.— A    Year's    Work     in 

Garden  and  Greenhouse:  Practical 
Advice  to  Amateur  Gardeners  as  to 
the  Management  of  the  Flower,  Fruit, 
and  Frame  Garden.  By  George 
Glenny,     Post  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Godwin.— Lives  of  the  Necro- 
mancers. By  William  Godwin. 
Post  8vo,  limp,  2s. 

Golden    Library,  The: 

Square  i6mo(Tauchnitz  size),  cloth 
limp,  2s.  per  Volume. 

Bayard  Taylor's  Diversions  of  the 
Echo  Club. 

Bennett's  (Dr.  W.  C.)  Ballad  History 
of  England. 

Bennett's  (Dr.)  Songs  for  Sailors. 

Godwin's  (William)  Lives  of  the 
Necromancers. 

Holmess  Autocrat  of  the  Break- 
fast Table.     Introduction  by  Sala. 

Holmess  Professor  at  the  Break- 
fast Table. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  Com- 
plete.    All  the  original  Illustrations. 

Jesse's  (Edward)  Scenes  and  Oc- 
cupations of  a  Country  Life. 

Leigh  Hunt's  Essays:  A  Tale  for  a 
Chimney  Corner,  and  other  Pieces. 
With  Portrait,  and  an  Introduction 
by  Edmund  Ollier. 

Mallory's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 
d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King 
Arthur  and  of  the  Knights  of  the 
Round  Table.  Edited  by  B.  MoNT- 
gomkrie  Ranking. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A  New 
Translation,  with  Historical  Intro- 
ductionand  Notes  byT.M'CRiE.D.D, 

Pope's  Poetical  Works. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and  Moral 
Reflections.  With  Notes,  and  In- 
troductory Essay  by  Sainte-Beuve. 

Golden  Treasury  of  Thought, 

The:  An   Encyclop,«dia  of   Quota- 

I      tions  from  Writers  of  all  Times  and 

I      Countries.      Selected  and   Edited   by 

Theodore  Taylor.     Crown  8vo,  cloth 

gilt  and  gilt  edges,  73.  6d. ^__ 

Gowing.    —    Five      Thousand 

Miles  in  a  Sledge:  A  Mid-winter 
Journey  Across  Siberia.  By  Lionel 
F.  Gowing.  With  a  Map  ty  E.  Wel- 
LER  and  30  Illustrations  by  C.J.  Uren, 
Large  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  8s. 
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Graham.  —   The    Professor's 

Wife  :  A  Story.  By  Leonard  Graham. 
Fcap.  8vo,  picture  cover,  l3. 

Greeks  and  Romans,  The  Life 

of  the,  Described  from  Antique  Monu- 
ments. By  Ernst  Guhl  and  W. 
Ko.NER.  Translated  from  the  Third 
German  Edition,  and  Edited  by  Dr. 
F.  HuEFFER.  With  545  Illustrations. 
New  and  Cheaper  Edition,  large  crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d..    

Greenaway    (Kate)    and    Bret 
Harte.— The   Queen    of   the  Pirate 

Isle.  By  Bret  Harte.  With  25 
original  Drawings  by  Kate  Green- 
Aw.\Y,  reproduced  in  Colours  by  E. 
Evans.     Sm.  4to,  bds.,  53. 

Greenwood  (James), Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each. 
The  Wilds  of  London. 
Low-Life  Deeps:    An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fish  to  be  Found  There. 

Greville  (Henry),  Novels  by  : 

Nikanor:  A  Russian  Novel.  Trans- 
lated by  Eliza  E.  Chase.  With  8 
Illusts.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

A  Noble  Woman.  Translated  by 
Albert  D.  Vandam.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. 

Habberton    (John),    Author   of 

"  Helen's  Babies,"  Novels  by: 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 
Bruetons  Bayou. 
Country  Luck^ 


Hair  (The):  Its  Treatment  in 
Health,  Weakness,  and  Disease. 
Translated  from  the  German  of  Dr.  J. 
PiNcus.     Crown  8vo,  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Hake   (Dr.   Thomas    Gordon), 

Poems  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
New  Symbols. 
Legends  of  the  Morrow. 
The  Serpent  Play. 

Maiden    Ecstasy.      Small  4to,  cloth 
extra,  8s. 

Hal!.— Sketches  of  Irish  Cha- 

racter.  By  Mrs.  S.  C.  Hall.  With 
numerous  Illustrrtions  on  Steel  and 
Wood  by  Maclise,  Gilbert,  Harvey, 
and  G.  Cruikshank.  Medium  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Halliday.— Every-day    Papers. 

By  Andrew  Hallidav.  Post  8vo, 
iilustrated  boards,  2s. 

Handwriting,  The  Philosophy 

of.  With  over  100  Facsimiles  and  Ex- 
planatory Text.  By  Don  Felix  de 
Salamanca.    Post  Svo,  cL  limp,  2s.  6d, 


Hanky-Panky  :    A  Collection  of 

Very  EasyTricks,Very  Difficult  Tricks, 
White  Magic,  Sleight  01  Hand,  &c. 
Edited  by  W.  H.  Cremer.  With  200 
Illusts.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,43.  6d. 

Hardy    (Lady    DufTus).  —  Paul 

Wynter's  Sacrifice  :  A  Story.  By  Lady 
DuFFUs  Hardy.  Post  8vo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. 

Hardy  (Thomas).— Under   the 

Greenwood  Tree.  By  Thomas  Hardy, 
Author  of  "Far  from  the  Maddin? 
Crowd."   Post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 

Harwood.— The    Tenth     Earl. 

By  J.  Berwick  Harwood.  Post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 


Haweis  (Mrs.  H.  R.),  Works  by  : 

Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each. 
The  Art  of  Beauty.     With  Coloured 

Frontispiece  and  numerous  Illusts. 
The  Art   of  Decoration.      With   nu- 
merous Illustrations. 
Chaucer    for    Children:    A   Golden 
Key.    With  Eight  Coloured  Pictures 
and  numerous  Woodcuts. 

The  Art  of  Dress.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Small  Svo,  illustrated 
cover.  Is.;  cloth  limp,  Is.  6d. 

Chaucer  for  Schools.  Demy  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Haweis  (Rev.  H.  R.).— American 

Humorists:  Washington  Irving, 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes,  James 
Russell  Lowell,  Artemus  Ward, 
Mark  Twain,  and  Bret  Harte.  By 
Rev.  H.  R.  Haweis.  M.A.     Cr.  Svo.  6s. 

Hawley      Smart.   —    Without 

Love  or  Licence :  A  Novel.  By 
Hawley  Smart.  Three  Vols.,  crown 
Svo.  IShortly. 


Hawthorne(Julian),  Novels  by. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome. 

Ellice  Quentin.     Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool.  I  Beatrix  Randolph. 

David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 

The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

MissCadogna.      |  Love— or  a  Name. 

Mrs.      Gainsborough's       Diamonds. 

Fcap.  Svo,  illustrated  cover,  Is. 
A    Dream    and   a  Forgetting.     Post 
Svo,  cloth.  Is  6d. 


Hays.— Women  of  the  Day:  A 

Biographical  Dictionary  of  N-  table 
Contemporaries.  By  Frances  Hays. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  53. 
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Heath    (F,    G.).  —  My    Garden 

WiiQ  and  What  I  Grew  There.  By 
Francis  George  Heath,  Author  of 
"  Tlie  Fern  World,"  &c.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  5s.  ;  cl.  gilt,  gilt  edges,  6s. 


Helps  (Sir  Arthur),  Works  by  : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Animals  and  their  Masters. 
Social  Pressure. 

Ivan  de  Biron:  A  Novel.  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.;  post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 


Henderson.— Agatha  Page:    A 

Novel.   By  Isaac  Henderson.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Herrlck's  (Robert)  Hesperides, 

Noble  Numbers,  and  Complete  Col- 
lected Poems.  With  MeL.orial-Intro- 
duction  and  Notes  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
Grosart,  D.D.,  Steel  Portrait,  Index 
ot  First  Lines,  and  Glossarial  Index, 
&c.  Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth,  18s. 

Hesse-  Wartegg        (Cheva I i e r 

Ernst  von),  Works  by  : 

Tunis:  The  Land  and  the  People. 
With  22  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 

The  New  So-jth-West:  Travellmg 
Sketches  trom  Kansas,  New  Mexico, 
Arizona,  and  Northern  Mexico. 
With  100  tine  Illustrations  and  1  bree 
Maps.  Demy  bvo,  cloth  extra, 
14s.  [In  preparation. 


Hindley  (Charles).  Works  by: 
Tavern  Anecdotes  and  Sayings:  In- 
cluding the  Origin  of  Signs,  and 
Reminiscences  connected  with 
Taverns,  Coffee  Houses,  Clubs,  &c. 
With  Illustrations.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 
The  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 
Jack.  By  One  of  the  Fraternity. 
Edited  by  Charles  Hindley.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 


Hoey. — The     Lover's     Creed. 

By  Mrs.  Cashel  Hoey.  Post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards.  5?.«j. 


Hollingshead— Niagaras  pray: 

Sketches.      By  John  Hollingshead. 
Post  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. 


Holmes  (O.Wendell),  Works  by: 

The  Autocrat  of  the  Breakfast- 
Table.  Illustrated  by  J.  Gordon 
Thomson.  Post  Svo,  cloth  limp; 
2s.  6d.— Another  Edition  in  smaller 
type,  with  an  Introduction  by  G.  A. 
Sala.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

The  Professor  at  the  Breal^fast- 
Table  ;  with  the  Story  of  Iris,  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  23, 


Holmes.  —  The  Science  of 
Voice  Production  and  Voice  Preser- 
vation: A  Popular  Manual  lor  the 
Use  of  Speakers  and  Singers.  By 
Gordon  Holmes,  M.D.  With  Illus- 
trations.   Crown  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  61. 

Hood  (Thomas); 

Hood's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  Including  the  Cream  of  the 
Comic  Annuals.  With  Life  of  the 
Author,  Portrait,  and  200  Illustra- 
tions. Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Hood's  Whims  and  Oddities.  With 
all  the  original  Illustrations.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hood  (Tom).— From  Nowhere 

to  the  North  Pole:  A  Noah's  Arkae- 
ological  Narrative.  By  Tom  Hood. 
With  25  Illustrations  by  W.  Brunton 
and  E.  C.  Barnes.  Square  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  gilt  edges,  63. 

Hook's  (Theodore)  Choice  Hu- 
morous Works,  including  his  Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons  Mots, Puns, and 
Hoaxes.  With  Life  of  the  Author, 
Portraits,  Facsimiles,and  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.61. 

Hooper. — The  House  of  Raby  ; 

A  Novel.  By  Mrs.  George  Hooper. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Hopkins — "  'Twixt   Love    and 

Duty:"  A  Novel.  By  Tighe  Hopkins. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Home.— Orion  :  An  Epic  Poem, 
in  Three  Books.  By  Richard  Hen- 
gist  HoRNE.  With  Photographic 
Portrait  from  a  Medallion  by  Sum- 
mers. Tenth  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
cioth  extra,  7s. 

Horse  (The)  and  his  Rider:  An 

Anecdotic  Medley.  By  "  Thormanby." 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hunt. — Essays  by  Leigh  Hunt: 

A  Tale  for  a  Chimney  Corner,  and 
other  Pieces.  With  Portrait,  and  In- 
troduction by  Edmund  Ollier.  Post 
Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 

Hunt  (IVIrs.  Alfred),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Thornicroft's  Model. 

The  Leaden  Casket. 

Self  Condemned. 

That  other  Person, 
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Hydrophobia:  an  Account  of  M. 

Pasteur's  System.  Containing  a 
Translation  of  all  his  Communications 
on  the  Subject,  the  Technique  of  his 
Method,  and  the  latest  Statistical 
Results.  By  Renaud  Suzor,  M.B., 
CM.  Edin.,  and  M.D.  Paris,  Commis- 
sioned by  the  Government  of  the 
Colony  of  Mauritius  to  study  M. 
Pasteur's  new  Treatment  in  Paris. 
With  7  111 usts.    Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Indoor   Paupers.      By  One  of 

Them.     Crown  8vo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Ingelow.— Fated  to  be  Free  :  A 

Novel.  By  Jean  Ingelow.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Irish  Wit  and  Humour,  Songs 

of.  Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Per- 
cevalGraves.  Post  8vo,cl.limp,  2s. 6d. 

James. — A    Romance    of    the 

Queen's  Hounds.  ByCnARLES  James. 
Post  8vo,  picture  cover.  Is. ;  ch,  Is.  6d. 

Janvier. — Practical    Keramics 

for  Students.  By  Catherine  A. 
Janvier.     Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Jay  (Harriett),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 


Jefferies  (Richard),  Works  by: 

Nature  near  London.     Crown  Svo, 

cl.  ex.,  63. ;  post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The   Life  of  the   Fields.     Post  8vo, 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The   Open   Air.      Crown    Svo,   cloth 

extra,  6s. ;  post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s.  6d. 
The    Eulogy   of   Richard   Jefferies. 

By  Walter  Besant.     Second  Ed. 

Photo.  Portrait.     Cr.  Svo.  cl.  ex..  6s. 

Jennings  (H.  J.),  Works  by: 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lord  Tennyson:  A  Biographical 
Sketch.  With  a  Photograph-Por- 
trait.    Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Jerome.— Stageland  :    Curious 

Habits  and  Customs  of  its  Inhabitants. 
ByjEROMEK.  Jerome,  Author  of  "  Idle 
Thoughts  of  an  Idle  Fellow."  With  64 
Illusts.  by  J.  Bernard  Partridge. 
Fourth  Edition.  Fcap.  4(0,  cloth 
extra,  33.  6d. 

Jerrold  (Tom),  Works  by  : 

Post  Svo,  Is.  each ;  cloth.  Is.  6d.  each. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent. 
Household  Horticulture:    A   Gossip 

about  Flowers      Illustrated. 
Our    Kitchen    Garden:    The   Plants 

we  Grow,  and  How  we  Cook  Them. 


Jesse. — Scenes  and  Occupa- 
tions of  a  Country  Life.  By  Edward 
Jesse.     Post  Svo,  clotn  limp,  2s. 

Jeux  d' Esprit.  Collected  and 
Edited  by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Jones  (Wm.,  F.S.A.),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.  61.  each. 

Finger-Ring  Lore:  Historical,  Le- 
gendary, and  Anecdotal.  With  over 
Two  Hundred  Illustrations. 

Credulities,  Past  and  Present.  In- 
cluding the  Sea  and  Seamen,  Miners, 
Talismans, Word  and  Letter  Divina- 
tion, Exorcising  and  Blessing  of 
Animals,  Birds,  Eggs,  Luck,  &c. 
With  an  Etched  Frontispiece. 

Crowns  and  Coronations  :  A  History 
of  Regalia  in  all  Times  and  Coun- 
tries.     One  Hundred  lilnstratinns 

Jonson's   (Ben)    Works.     With 

Notes  Critical  and  Explanatory,  and 
a  Biographical  Memoir  by  William 
GiFFORD.  Edited  by  Colonel  Cun- 
ningham. Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  18s. ;  or  separately,  6s.  each. 

Joseph  US, The  Com  pleteWorks 

of.  Translated  by  Whiston.  Con- 
taining both  "  The  Antiquities  of  the 
Jews  "  and  "  The  Wars  of  the  Jews." 
Two  Vols.,  Svo,  with  52  Illustrations 
and  Maps,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  14s. 

Kempt.— Pencil    and    Palette: 

Chapters  on  Art  and  Artists.  By  Robert 
Kempt.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Kershaw. — Colonial  Facts  and 

Fictions:  Humorous  Sketches.  By 
Mark  Kershaw.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s   6d. 

Keyser.— Cut  by  the  Mess:   A 

Novel.  By  Arthur  Keyser  Cr.  Svo, 
picture  cover.  Is. ;  clotl).  Is.  6d. 

King  (R.  Ashe),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Grcon." 


Passion's  Slave. 
Svo. 


Three  Vols.  Crown 


Kingsley    (Henry),  Novels   by: 

Oakshott    Castle.       Post    Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 
Number  Seventeen.  Crown  Svo.  cloth 
_  extra,  33.  6d. 

Knight.— The   Patient's   Vade 

Mecum :  How  to  get  most  Benefit 
from  Medical  Advice.  By  William 
Knight,  M.R.C. S.,and  Edw.  Knight, 
L.R.C.P.    Cr.  Svo,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 


BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Knights  (The)  of  the  Lion:  A 

Romance  ot  the  Thirteenth  Century. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  the 
Marquess  of  Lorne,  K.T.  Crown 
8vo.  c'oth  extra,  6s. 

Lamb  (Charles): 

Lamb's  Complete  Works,  in  Prose 
and  Verse,  reprinted,  irom  the  Ori- 
ginal Editions,  with  many  Pieces 
hitherto  unpublished.  Edited,  with  ' 
Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R.  H. 
Shepherd.  With  Two  Portraits  and 
Facsimile  of  a  page  of  the  "  Essay  on 
Roast  Pig."     Cr.8vo,cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

The  Essays  of  Elia.  Both  Series 
complete.  Post  8vo,  laid  paper, 
handsomely  half-bound,  2s. 

Poetry  for  Children,  and  Prince 
Dorus.  By  Charles  Lamb.  Care- 
fully reprinted  from  unique  copies. 
Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  53. 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters by  Charles  Lamb.  Selected 
from  his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitz- 
gerald.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

Lane's   Arabian    Nights.— The 

Thousand  and  One  Nights:  com- 
monly called  in  England  "The 
Arabian  Nights'  Entertain- 
ments." A  New  Translation  from 
the  Arabic,  with  copious  Notes,  by 
Edward  William  Lane  Illustrated 
by  many  hundred  Engravings  on 
Wood,  *rom  Original  Designs  by 
\Vm.  Harvey.  A  New  Edition,  from 
a  Copy  annotated  by  the  Translator, 
edited  by  his  Nephew,  Edward 
Stanley  Poole.  With  a  Preface  by 
Stanley  Lane-Poole.  Three  Vols., 
demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Larwood  (Jacob),  Works  by: 

The    Story    of    the    London    Parks. 

Wilh  Illusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d. 
Anecdotes  of  the  Clergy:  The  An- 
tiquitie.--.  Humours,  and  Eccentrici- 
ties of  the  Cloth.  Post  Svo,  printed 
on  laid  p  iper  and  hf.-bound  (uniform 
with  "The  Essays  of  Elia"  and 
"  Gastronomy  as  a  Fine  Art"),  2s. 

_Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Forensic  Anecdotes. 

1   leatrical  Anecdotes. 

Leigh  (Henry  S.),  Works  by: 

Carols  of  Cockayne.  A  New  Edition, 
printed  on  leap.  Svo  hand-made 
paper,  and  bound  in  buckram,  5s. 

Jeux  d'Esnrit.  Collected  and  Edited 
by  Henry  S.  Leigh.  Post  Svo,  cloth 
limp,  23.  6d.  

Leys. — The  Lindsays  :  A  Ro- 
mance of  Scottish  Life.  By  John  K. 
Leys.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 


Life  in  London  ;  or,  The  History 
of  Jerry  Hawthorn  and  Corinthian 
Tom.  With  the  whole  of  Cruik- 
shank's  Illustrations  in  Colours,  after 
the  Originals.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Linskill. — In    Exchange  for   a 

Soul.  By  Mark  Linskill,  Author  of 
"The  Haven  Under  the  Hill,"  &c. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Llnto^n  (£.  Lynn),  Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Witch  stories. 

Ourselves:  Essays  on  Women. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra.  3s.  6d.  each  ;  post 

Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Leam  Dundas. 
The  World  Well  Lost. 
Under  which   Lord  P 
"  My  Love  !  "          |      lone. 
Paston  Carew,  Millionaire  &,  Miser*. 
Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 

Longfellow's    Poetical  Works. 

Carefully  Reprinted  from  the  Original 
Editions.  With  numerous  fine  Illustra- 
tions on  Steel  and  Wood.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  7s.  6d^ 

Long  Life,  Aids  to:  A  Medical, 
Dietetic,  and  General  Guide  in  Health 
and  Disease.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R.C.P.   Cr.  Svo,  2s. ;  cl.  limp,  2s.6d^ 

Lucy. — Gideon  Fleyce:  A  NoveL 

By  Henry  W.  Lucy.  Crown  Svo, 
cl.ex.,  3s.  6d.;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23. 

Lusiad     T^h^e)     of    Camoens. 

Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  Robert  Ffrench  Duff, 
Demy  Svo,  with  Fourteen  full-page 
Plates,  doth  boards,  183.      

Macalpine  (Avery),  Novels  by : 

Teresa    Itasca,    and    other    Stories. 

Crown  Svo.  bound  in  canvas,  2s.  6d. 
Broken  Wings.   With  Illusts. by  W.  J. 

Hennkssy.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

^'!cCarthy  "(Justin^HV  M-P-). 

V;orks  by: 

The  French  Revolution.  4  Vols., 
demy  Svo,  123.  each. 

[Vols.  I.  &  II.  in  the  press. 

An  Outline  of  the  History  of  Ireland, 
from  the  Earliest  Times  to  the  Pre- 
sent Day.     Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  61. 

Ireland  since  the  Union:  Sketches 
of  Irish  History  from  179S  to  i885. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

England  under  Gladstone,  1880-85. 
Second  Edition,  revised.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Hafiz  in  London  :  Poems.  Choicely 
printed.  Small  Svo,  gold  cloth,  3s.  6(L 
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McCarthy  (Justin  H.),  continued— 
Harlequinade:    Poems.      Small   410, 

Japanese  vellum,  8s. 
Our    Sensation     Novel.    Crown  Svo, 

Is. ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 
Dolly:  A  Sketch.   Crown  Svo,  picture 

cover,  Is. ;   cloth.  Is.  66.. 
Lily  Lass:  A  Romance.     Crown  Svo, 

picture  cover.  Is.;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

McCarthy  (J.,  M.P.),  Works  by  : 

A  History  of  Our  Own  Times,  from 
the  Accession  ot  Queen  Victoria  to 
the  General  Election  of  i83o.  Four 
Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s. 
each. — Also  a  Popular  Edition,  in 
Four  Vols.  cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  6s.  each. 
—And  a  Jubilee  Edition,  with  an 
Appendix  of  Events  to  the  end  ot 
18S6,  complete  in  Two  Vols.,  square 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

A  Short  History  of  Our  Own  Times. 
One  Vol.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 
— Also  a  Cheap  Popular  Edition, 
in  post  Svo,  cloth  extra,  2s.  6d. 

A  History  of  the  Four  Georges.  Four 
Vols,  demy  Svo,  cloth  e.xtra,  12s. 
each.  [Vols.  I.  &  II.  now  ready. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Dear  Lady  Disdain.  I  A  Fair  Saxon. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 

Miss  Misanthrope. 

Donna  Quixote.  |     Maid  of  Athens. 

The  Comet  of  a  Season. 

Camiola:  A  Girl  with  a  Fortune. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

LInley  Rochford. 

My  Enemy's  Daughter. 

"The  Right  Honourable:"  A  Ro- 
mance of  Society  and  Politics.  By 
Justin  McCarthy,  MP.,  and  Mrs. 
Campbell-Praed.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

MacDonald.— Works  of  Fancy 

and  Imagination.  By  George  Mac- 
donald,  LL.D.  Ten  Volumes,  in 
handsome  cloth  case,  21s.— Vol.  i. 
Within  and  Without.  The  Hidden 
Life.—  Vol.  2.  The  Disciple.  The 
Gospel  Women.  A  Book  of  Sonnets, 
Organ  Songs. — Vol.  3.  Violin  Songs. 
Songs  of  the  Days  and  Nights. 
ABookofDreams.  Roadside  Poems. 
Poems  for  Children.  Vol.  4.  Para- 
bles. Ballads.  Scotch  Songs. — 
Vols.  5  and  6.  Phantastes:  A  Faerie 
Romance. — Vol.  7.  The  Portent. — 
Vol.  8.  The  Light  Princess.  The 
Giant's  Heart.  Shadows.  —  Vol.  9. 
Cross  Purposes.  The  Golden  Key. 
The  Carasoyn.  Little  Daylight. — 
Vol.  10.  The  Cruel  Painter.  The 
VVowo'  Rivven.  The  Castle.  The 
Broken  Swords.  The  Gray  Wolf. 
Uncle  Cornelius. 

The  Volumes  are  also  sold  separately, 
in  Grolier-pattem  cloth,  at  zs.  6d.  each. 


MacColl. —  Mr.      Stranger's 

Sealed  Packet :     A  Story  of  Adven- 
ture.    By   Hugh   MacColl.     Second 
I       Edition.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Macdonel!. — Quaker  Cousins: 

A  Novel.  By  Agnes  Macdonell. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6<i. ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Macgregor.  —  Pastimes    and 

Players .  Notes  on  Popular  Games. 
By  Robert  Macgregor.  Post  Svo, 
cloth  limp,  2s.  61. 

Mackay.— Interludes  and  Un- 
dertones ;  or,  Music  at  Twilight.  By 
Charles  Mackav,  LL.D.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Maclise  Portrait-Gallery  (The) 

of  Illustrious  Literary  Characters; 

with  Memoirs — BiOis;raphical,  Critical, 
Bibliographical,  and  Anecdotal — illus- 
trative of  the  Literature  of  the  former 
half  of  the  Present  Century.  By 
William  Bates,  B.A.  With  S5  Por- 
traits printed  on  an  India  Tint  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Macquoid  (Mrs.),  Works  by: 

Square  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

In  the  Ardennes.  With  50  fine  Illus- 
trations by  Thomas  R.   Macquoid. 

Pictures  and  Legends  from  Nor- 
mandy and  Brittany.  With  numer- 
ous Illusts.  by  Thomas  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Normandy.  With  90  Illus- 
trations byT.  R.  Macquoid. 

Through  Brittany.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

About  Yorkshire.  With  67  Illustra- 
tions by  T.  R.  Macquoid. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Evil  Eye,  and  other  Stories. 
Lost  Rose. 

Magician's   Own    Book  (The): 

Performances  with  Cups  and  Balls, 
Eggs,  Hats,  Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All 
from  actual  F.;xperience.  Edited  by 
W.  H.  Cremer.  With 200  Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  4s.  6d. 

Magic  Lantern  (The),  and  its 
Management:  including  full  Prac- 
tical Directions  for  producing  the 
Limelight,   making  Oxygen  Gas,    and 

?reparing  Lantern  Slides.     By  T.  C. 
Iepworth.      With    10    Illustrations. 
Crown  Svo,  Is.  ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Magna  Charta.  An  ex.^ct  Fac- 
simile of  the  Original  in  the  British 
Museum,  printed  on  fine  plate  paper, 
3  feet  by  2  feet,  with  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.   58. 
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BOOKS  PUBLISHED  BY 


Mallock  (W.  H.),  Works  by: 

The  New  Republic ;  or,  Culture,  Faith, 
and  Philosophy  in  an  English  Country 
House.  Post  8vo,  picture  cover,  2s. ; 
cloth  limp,  23.  6d. 

The  iNew  Paul  and  Virginia;  or,  Posi- 
tivism on  an  Island.  Post  8vo,  cloth 
limp,  2s.  6d. 

Poems.     Small  4to,  parchment,  8a. 

Is  Life  worth  Living?  Crown  8vo, 
cloth  extra,  6s. 

Mallopy's  (Sir  Thomas)  Mort 

d'Arthur:  The  Stories  of  King  Arthur 
and  o'  the  Knights  of  the  Round  Table. 
A  Selection.  Edited  by  B.  Montgome- 
RiE  Ranking.   Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Man  -  Hunter    (The)  :      Stories 

from  the  Note-book  of  a  Detective.  By 
Dick  Donovan.  Post  Svo,  illustrated 
boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

Mark  Twain,  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Choice  Works  of  Mark  Twain. 

Revised  and  Corrected  throughout  by 

the  Author.    With  Life,  Portrait,  and 

numerous  Illustration-. 
Roughing  It,  and  The  Innocents  at 

Home.  With  200  Illustrations  by  F. 

A.  Fraser. 
The  Gilded   Age.    By  Mark  Twain 

and     Charlks    Dudley     Warner. 

With  212  Illustrations  by  T.  Coppin. 
Mark  Twain's  Library  of  Humour. 

With  numerous  Illustrations. 
A   Yankee    at   the   Court    of    King 

Arthur.     With  220  Illustrations  by 

Dan  Beard. 


Crown   Svo,  cloth  extra,  (illustrated), 

7s.  6d.  each;  post  Svo  (without  Illus- 

tra'.ions),  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Innocents  Abroad  ;  or.  The  New 

Pilgrim's  Progress  :  "  Mark  Twain's 

Pleasure  Trip." 
The    Adventures   of  Tom   Sawyer. 

With  III  Illustrations. 
The  Friice  and  the  Pauper.     With 

nearly  200  Illustrations. 
A  Tramp  Abroad.     With  314  Illusts. 
Li'e   on  the    Mississippi.     With  300 

Illustrations. 
The    Adventures    of    Huckleberry 

Finn.      With    174    Illustrations    by 

E.  W.  Kemele. 


The    stolen    White    Elephant,    &c. 

Crown   Svo,   cloth   extra,   6s. ;    post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Marlowe's    Works.      Including 

his  Translations.  Edited,  with  Notes 
and  Introductions,  by  Col.  Cun- 
»jiNGHAM.    Crown  8vOj  cloth  extra,  ^s. 


Marryat  (Florence),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28.  each. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild  Oats. 
Fighting  the  Alp  |  Written  In  Fire. 
Open!    Sesame!      Crown    Svo,    cloth 
extra,  3s. 6d. ;  post  Svo,  picture  boards, 
2s. 

Masslnger's  Plays.     From  the 

Text  of  Wm.  Gifford.  Edited  by  Col. 
Cunningham.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Masterman. — Half    a     Dozen 

Daughters:  A  Novel.    By  J.  Master- 
man.     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Matthews.— A   Secret  of  "the 

Sea,   &c.      By   Brander  Matthews. 
Post  Svo,  illust.  bds..  2s.  ;  cloth,  23.  6d. 

Mayfair  Library,  The: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 

A  Journey  Round  My  Room.  By 
Xavier  de  Maistre.  Translated 
by  Henry  Attwell. 

Quips  and  Quiddities.  Selected  by 
W.  Davenport   Adams. 

The  Agony  Column  of  "The  Times," 
from  1800  to  1870.  Edited,  with  an 
Introduction,  by  Alice  Clay. 

Melancholy  Anatomised:  A  Popular 
Abridgment  of  "  Burton's  Anatomy 
of  Melancholy." 

The  Speeches  of  Charles  Dickens. 

Literary  Frivolities,  Fancies,  Follies, 
and  Frolics.     By  W.  T.  Dobson. 

Poetical  Ingenuities  and  Eccentrici- 
ties.    Selected  and  Edited  by  W.  T. 

DoBSON. 

The  Cupboard  Papers.    By  Fin-Bec. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S.  Gilbert. 
First  Series.  Containing:  The 
Wicked  World  —  Pygmalion  and 
Galatea— Chnrity  —  The  Prmcess — 
The  Palace  ot  Truth— Trial  by  Jury. 

Original  Plays  by  W.  S  Gilbert. 
Second  Series.  Containing :  Broken 
Hearts  —  Engaged —  Sweethearts  — 
Gretchen— Dan'l  Druce — Tom  Cobb 
— H.M.S.  Pinafore  —  The  Sorcerer 
— The  Pirates  of  Penzance. 

Songs  of  Irish  Wit  and  Humour. 
Collected  and  Edited  by  A.  Perceval 
Graves. 

Animals  and  their  Masters.  By  Sir 
Arthur  Helps. 

Social  Pressure.     By  Sir  A.  Helps. 

Curiosities  of  Criticism.  By  Henry 
J.  Jennings. 

The  Autocrat  ofthe  Breakfast-Table. 
By  Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  Il- 
lustrated by  J.  Gordon  Thomson. 

Pencil  and  Palette.     By  R.  Kempt, 

Little  Essays  :  Sketches  and  Charac- 
ters by  Chas.  Lamb.  Selected  from 
his  Letters  by  Percy  Fitzgerald. 

Forensic  Anecdotes;  or.  Humour  and 
Curiosities  of  the  Law  and  Men  ot 
Law.    By  Jacob  Larwcgp. 
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Mayfair  Library,  continued — 
Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  per  Volume. 
Theatrical    Anecdotes.      By    Jacob 

Larwood.  [Leigh, 

Jeux  d'EsppIt.  Edited  by  Henry  S. 
Witch  Stories.  By  E.  Lynn  Linton. 
Ourselves:    Essays  on   Women.     By 

£.  Lynn  Linton.  [Macgregor. 

Pastimes  and  Players.  By  Robert 
The    New    Paul    and   Virginia.      By 

W.  H.  Mallock. 
New  Republic.    By  W.  H.  Mallock. 
Puck  on  Pegasus.  By  H.Cholmonde- 

ley-Pennell. 
Pegasus  Re-Saddled.     By  H.  Chol- 

mondeley-Pennell.    Illustrated  by 

George  Du  Maurier. 
Muses    of    Mayfair.     Edited   by    H. 

Cholmondeley-Pennell. 
Thoreau  :    His  Life  and   Aims.      By 

H.  A.  Pagk. 
Puniana.  By  the  Hon.  Hugh  Rowley. 
More  Puniana.   By  Hon.  H.  Rowley. 
The  Philosophy  of  Handwriting.  By 

Don  Felix   de  Salamanca. 
By  Stream  and  Sea      By   William 

Senior. 
Leaves   fro-n    a   Naturalist's  Note- 
Book.     By  Dr.  Andrew  \\  ilson. 

Mayhew. — London  Characters 

and  the  Humorous  Side  of  London 
Life.  Bv  Henry  Mayhew.  With  nume- 
rous Illiists.   Cr.  8vo,  cl.  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Medicine,  Family.— One  Thou- 
sand Medical  Maxims  and  Surgical 
Hints,  for  Infancy,  Adult  Life,  Middle 
Age,  and  Old  Age.  By  N.  E.  Davies, 
L.R. C.P.  Lond.    Cr.  8vo,  Is. ;  cl.,  Is.  6d. 

Menken.— Infelicia:   Poems  by 

Adah  Isaacs  Menken.  A  New  Edi- 
tion, with  a  Biographical  Preface,  nu- 
merous Illustrations  by  F.  E.  Lummis 
and  F.  O.  C.  Darley,  and  Facsimile 
of  a  Letter  from  Charles  Dickens. 
Beautifully  printed  on  small  410  ivcry 
paper,  v/ith  red  border  to  each  pa-e, 
and  handsomely  bound,  price  7s.  6d. 

Mexican     Mustang     (On     a), 

throush  Texas,  from  the  Gulf  to  the  Rio 
Grande.  By  A.  E.  Sweet  and  J.  Armoy 
Knox,  Editors  of  "  Texas  Siftings.'' 
With  265  lUusts.  Cr.  Svo,  cl.extra,  7s^6d. 

Middlemass  (Jean),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards   23.  each. 
Touch   and   Go.      |      Mr.  Dorillion. 


Miller.  —  Physiology    for    the 

Young;  or,  The  House  of  Life:  Hu- 
man Physiology,  with  its  application 
to  the  Preservation  of  Health.  With 
numerous  lUusts.  By  Mrs.  t.  Fenwick 
aiiLi,ER.  Small  8yo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  64. 


Milton  (J.  L.),  Works  by: 

Sm.  Svo   Is.  each;  cloth  ex.,  Is.  6d.  each. 

The  Hygiene  of  the  Skin.  Rules  for 
the  Management  of  the  Skin;  with 
Directions  for  Diet,  Soaps,  Baths,&c. 

The  Bath  in  Diseases  of  the   Skin. 

The  Laws  of  Life,  and  their  Relation 
to  Diseases  of  the  Skin. 

M  into.— Was  Sue  Good  or  Bad  ? 

A  Romance.      By   William    Minto. 
Cr.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is.:  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Molesworth  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Hathercourt    Rectory.       Post    Svo, 

illustrated  boards,  2s. 
That    Girl    in    Black.      Crown    Svo, 

picture  cover,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Moore  (Thomas),  WorKs  by  : 

The  Epicurean,  and  Alciphron.     A 

New  Edition.  Post  Svo,  primed  ou 
laid  paper  and  half-bound,  23. 
Prose  and  Verse,  Humorous,  Satiri- 
cal, and  Sentimental,  by  T.  Moore; 
with  Suppressed  Passages  from  the 
Memoirs  of  Lord  Byron  Edited, 
with  Notes  and  Introduction,  by  R. 
Herne  Shepherd.  With  Portrait. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d^ 

Muddock  (J.  E.),  Stories  by : 

stories  Weird  and  Wonderful.  Post 
Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  ;  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

The  Dead  Man's  Secret ;  or,  1  he 
Valley  of  Gold:  Being  a  Narrative 
of  Strange  and  Wild  Adventure. 
With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  Barnard. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  55. 

The  Man  from  Manchester.  With 
a  Frontispiece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  6s.  [Shortly'. 

Murray   (D.   Christie),   Novels 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s  6d.  ea^h  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boanis,  2s.  each. 
A  Life's  Atonement.  A  Model  Father. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Coals  of  Fire. 

By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea.  i     Hearts. 
Val  strange.  I     Cynic  Fortune. 

A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

Old  Blazer's  Hero.  With  Three  Illus- 
trations by  A.  McCoRMiCK.  Crown 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. ;  post  Svo,  illus- 
trated boards,  23. 


Murray  (D.  Christie)  &  Henry 

Herman,  V/crks  by: 
One  Traveller  Returns.  Cr.Svo,  cloth 

extra,  6s. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 
Paul  Jones's  Alias,  &c.     With  Illusts. 

by  A.  Forestier  an'.  G.  Nicolet. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63.   [Slwrtly. 
The  Bishop's  Bible.      Three    Vols. 

crown  Svo,  [Shortly, 
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Murray.— A  Game  of  Bluff:  A 

Novel.  By  Henry  Murray,  joint- 
Author  with  Christie  M  urray  of  "  A 
Dangerous  Catspaw."  Post  8vo,  pic- 
ture boards,  2s. ;  cloth,  2s.6d. 

Novelists.— Half-Hours  with 
the  Best  Novelists  of  the  Century  : 

Choice  Readings  from  the  finest  Novels. 
Edited,  with  Critical  and  Biographical 
Notes,  by  H.  T.  Mackenzie  Bell. 
Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  3s.  6d.    [Preparing. 

Nursery      Hints:     A    Mother's 

Guide  in  Health  and  Disease.  By  N.  E. 
Davies,L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo,  Is. ;  cl.,  ls.6d. 

Oberammergau. — The  Coun- 
try of  the  Passion  Play,  and  the 
Highlands  of  Bavaria.  By  L.  G. 
Seguin,  Author  of  "  Walks  in  Algiers." 
With  a  Map  and  37  Illustrations. 
Third  Edition,  with  a  new  Preface 
for  i8go,     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d, 

O'Connor. — LordBeaconsfield: 

A  Biography.  ByT.  P. O'Connor,  M.P. 
Sixth  Edition,  with  a  New  Preface. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

CHanlO'i  (Alice),  Novels  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2.S.  each. 
The  Unforeseen. 
Chance?  or  Fate? 

Ohnet  (Georges),  Novels  by: 

Doctor  Rameau.   Translated  by  Mrs. 

Cashel  Hoey.   With  9  Illustrations 

by  E.  Bayard.  Cr.Svo, cloth extra,6s.; 

post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 
A  Last  Love.     Translated  by  Albert 

D.  Vandam.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  53. 


Oliphant  (Mrs.),  Novels  by: 

Whiteladles.  With  Illustrations  by 
Arthur  Hopkins  and  H.  Woods. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

The  Primrose  Path. 

The  Greatest  Heiress  in  England. 

O'Reilly.— Phoebe's   Fortunes: 

A  Novel.  With  Illustrations  by  Henry 
Tuck.  Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23. 

O'Shaughnessy  (A.),  Poems  by : 

Songs  of  a  Worker.     Fcap.  bvo,  cloth 

fxtra.  73.  6d. 
Music  and   Moonlight.       Fcap.   Syo, 

cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
Lays  of  France.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex.,10s.  6(1. 


Ouida,  Novels  by.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ;  post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 


Held  in   Bondage. 

Strathmore. 

Chandos 

Under  Two  Flags. 

Cecil     Castle- 

maine's  Gage. 
Idalia 
Tricotrln. 
Puck. 

Folle  Farine. 
TwoLittleWooden 

Shoes. 
A  Dog  of  Flander?. 


Pascarel. 

Signa.      I  Ariadne. 
In  a  Winter  City. 
Friendship. 
Moths.      I     Bimbi. 
Pipistrello. 
In  Maremma 
A     Village      Com- 
mune. 
Wanda. 

Frescoes.  [ine. 

Princess   Naprax- 
Othmar. 


Guilderoy.     Crown  Svo,  cloth   extra, 

3s.  6d. 
Position.    Three  Vols.,  crown  Svo. 

Wisdom,  Wit,  and  Pathos,  selected 
from  the  Works  of  Ouida  by  F. 
SYDNEt  Morris.  Sm.cr.8vo,cl.ex.,5s, 

Cheaper  Edi  ,  ion,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Page  (H.  A.),  Works  by  : 

Thoreau  His  Life  and  Aims :  A  Study. 
With  Portrait.  Post  8vo.c].limp,2s.6d. 

Lights  on  the  Way :  Some  Tales  with- 
in a  Tale.  By  the  late  J.  H.  Alex- 
ander, B.A.  Edited  by  H.  A.  Page. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Animal  Anecdotes.  Arranged  on  a 
New  Principle.   Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  53. 


Parliamentary  Elections  and 

Electioneering  in  the  Old  Days  (A 
History  of).  Showing  the  State  of 
Political  Parties  and  Party  War'are  at 
the  Hustings  and  in  the  House  of 
Commons  from  the  Stuarts  to  Queen 
Victoria.  Illustrated  from  the  original 
Political  Squibs,  Lampoons,  Pictorial 
Satires,  and  Popular  Caricatures  of 
the  Time.  By  Joseph  Gregg,  Author 
of  "Rowlandson  and  his  Works," 
"The  Life  of  Gillray,"  &c.  A  New 
Edition,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  with 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  100  Illus- 
trations, 7s.  6d.  [Preparing. 

Pascal's  Provincial  Letters.  A 

New  Translation,  with  Historical  In- 
troduction and  Notes,  by  T.  M'Crie, 
D.D.     Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  23. 

Patient's  (The)  Vade  Mecum: 

How  to  get  most  Benefit  from  Medical 
Advice.  By  W.  Knight,  M.R.C.S.,and 
E.Knight.L.R.C.P.  Cr.Svo,  Is.; cl.  1/6. 

Paul  Ferroll :  why  he  Killed  his 
Wife     Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  28. 
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Paul.— Gentle  and  Simple.    By 

Margaret  Agnes  Paul.  With  a 
Frontispiece  by  Helen  Paterson. 
Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  8vo, 
illustrated  boards,  23. 

Payn     (James),     Novels     by. 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6(1.  each; 

post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Lost  Sip  Massingberd. 

Walter's  Word. 

Less  Black  than  we're  Painted. 

By  Proxy.  1    High  Spirits. 

Under  One  Roof. 

AConfldentiai  Agent. 

Some  Private  Views. 

A  Grape  from  a  Thorn. 

The  Talk  of  the  Town. 

From  Exile.     |    The  Canon's  Ward 

Holiday  Tasks   '  Glow-worm  Tales. 

The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 


Post  Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Kit:   A  Memory.     |     Carlyon's  Year. 

A  Perfect  Treasure. 

Bentinck'sTutor.  Murphy's  Master. 

The  Best  of  Husbands. 

For  Cash  Only. 

What  He  Cost  Her.  |  Cecil's  Tryst. 

Fallen  Fortunes.     I  Halves. 

A  County  Family.  1  At  Her  Mercy. 

A  Woman's  Vengeance. 

The  Clyffards  of  ClyfTe. 

The  Family  Scapegrace. 

The  Foster  Brothers.    Found  Dead. 

Gwendoline's  Harvest. 

Humorous  Stories. 

Like  Father,  Like  Son. 

A  Marine  Residence. 

Married  Beneath   Him. 

Mirk  Abbey.  1  Not  Wooed,  but  Won. 

Two  Hundred  Pounds  Reward. 


In  Peril  and  Privation:  Stories  of 
Marine  Adventure  Re-told.  With  17 
Illustrations.  Crown  bvo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. 

The  Burnt  Million.  Three  Vols., 
crown  Bvo.  \_Shortly. 


Pears.— The  Present  Depres- 
sion in  Trade:  Its  Causes  and  Reme- 
dies. Being  the  "  Pears"  Prize  Essays 
(of  One  Hundred  Guineas) .  By  Edwin 
GoADBY  and  William  Watt.  With 
an  Introductory  Paper  by  Prof.  Leone 
Levi,  F  S.A.,  F.S.S.     Demy  Svo,  Is. 

Pennell     (H.     Cholmondeley), 

Works  by : 

Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23.  6d.  each. 

Puck  on  Pegasus.   With  Illustrations. 

Pegasus  Re-Saddled.  With  Ten  lull- 
page  lUusts.  by  G.  Du  Maurier. 

The  Muses  of  Mayfair.  Vers  de 
Societe,  Selected  and  Edited  by  H. 
C.  Pennell, 


Phelps  (E.  Stuart),  Works  by: 

Post  Bvo,  Is.  each  ;  cl.  limp,  Is.  6d.  each. 
Beyond  the  Gates.      By  the  Author 

of  "  The  Gates  Ajar." 
An  Old  Maid's  Paradise. 
Burglars  in  Paradise. 

Jack  the  Fisherman.  With  Twenty. 
two  Illustrations  by  C.  W.  Rked. 
Cr.  Svo,  picture  cover,  Is. ;  cl.  Is.  6d. 

Pirkis  (C.  L.),  Novels  by: 

Trooping  with   Crov/s.     Fcap.   ^vo, 

picture  cover,  Is. 
Lady  Lovelace.     Post  Svo,  illustrated 

boards,  2s. 

Planche  (J.   R.),  Works  by: 

The  Pursuivant  of  Arms;  or,  Her- 
aldry Founded  upon  Facts.  With 
Coloured  Frontispiece  and  200  Illus- 
trations.   Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  73.  6d. 

Songs  and  Poems,  from  1819  to  1879. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction,  by  his 
Daughter.  Mrs.  ^LACKARNESS.  Crown 
8vo, cloth  extra,  6s. 

Plutarch's  Lives  of  Illustrious 

Men.  Translated  from  the  Greek, 
with  Notes  Critical  and  Historical,  and 
a  Life  of  Plutarch,  by  John  and 
William  Langhorne.  Two  Vols., 
Svo,  cloth  extra,  with  Portraits,  10s.  6d. 

Poe  (Edgar  Allan): 

The  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Poetry,  of  Edgar  Allan  Poe.  With 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Charles 
Baudelaire,  Portrait  and  Fac- 
similes.    Crown  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s  6d. 

The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget,  and 
other  Stories.  Post  8vo,  illust.bds.,2s. 

Pope's  Poetical  Works.     Com- 
plete in  One  Vol.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  23. 

Praed  (Mrs. Campbell-)-— "The 

Right  Honourable:"  A  Romance  of 
Society  and  Politics.  By  Mrs.  Camp- 
bell-Praed  and  Justin  McCarthy, 
M.P.     Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Price  (E.  C),  Novels  by: 

Crown   Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards.  2s.  each. 
Valentina.  j      The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 


Gerald.    Post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 


Princess  Olga— Radna ;  or.  The 

Great  Conspiracy   of    i83i.       By   the 
Princess  Olga.    Cr.  Svo,  cl,  ex.,  6s. 
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Proctor  (R.  A.),  Works  by: 

Flowers  of  the  Sky.  With  55  lUusts. 
Small  crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Easy  Star  Lessons.  With  Star  Maps 
for  Every  Night  in  the  Year,  Draw- 
ings of  the  Constellations,  &c. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Familiar  Science  Studies.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  63. 

Saturn  and  its  System.  New  and 
Revised  Edition, with  13  Steel  Plates. 
Demy  Svo,  cloth  extra,  10s.  6d. 

Mysteries  of  Time  and  Space.  With 
iUusts.     Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

The  Universe  of  Suns,  and  other 
Science  Gleanings.  With  numerous 
Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wages  and  V/ants  of  Science 
Workers.    Crown  Svo, Is.  6d. 

Rambosson. — Popular  Astro- 
nomy. By  J.  Rambosson,  Laureate  of 
the  Institute  of  France.  Translated  by 
C.  B.  Pitman.  With  numerous  Illustra- 
tions and  a  Coloured  Chart  of  Spectra. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Reade  (Charles),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  illustrated,  3s.6d. 

each  ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  23.  each. 

Peg  WofRngton.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
EiLDES,  A  R.A. 

Christie  Johnstone.  Illustrated  by 
William  Small. 

It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend.  Il- 
lustrated by  G.  J.  Pin  WELL. 

The  Course  of  True  Love  Never  did 
run  Smooth.  Illustrated  by  Helen 
Paterson. 

The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief;  Jack 
of  all  Trades;  and  James  Lambert. 
Illustrated  by  Watt  Stretch. 

Love  me  Little,  Love  me  Long.  Il- 
lustrated by  M.  Ellen  Edwards. 

The  Double  Marriage.  Illust.  by  Sir 
John  Gilbert,  R.A.,andC.  Keene, 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth.  Il- 
lustrated by  Charles  Keene. 

Hard  Cash.  Illust.  by  F.  W.  Lawson. 

GrifPith  Gaunt.  Illustrated  by  S.  L. 
FiLDES,  A.R.A.,  and  Wm.  Small. 

Foul   Play.     Illust.  by  Du  Maurier. 

Put  Yourself  in  His  Place.  Illus- 
trated by  Robert  Barnes. 

A  Terrible  Temptation.  Illustrated 
by  Edw.  Hughes  and  A.  W.  Cooper. 

The  Wandering  Heir.  Illustrated  by 
H.  Paterson,  S.  L.  Fildes,  A.R.A., 
C.  Green,  and  H.  Woods,  A.R.A. 

A  Simpleton.  Illustrated  by  Kate 
Crauford.  [Col'ldery. 

A     Woman-Hater.    Illust.    by  Thos. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface:  A 
Matter-of-fact  Romance,  Illustrated 
by  P.  Macnab. 


Reade  (Charles),  continued — 

Good    Stories  of    Men    and    other* 

Animals.  Illustrated  by  E.  A.  Abbey, 

Percy  Macquoid, and  Joseph  Nash. 
The  Jilt,  and  other  Stories.  Illustrated 

by  Joseph  Nash. 
Readiana.   With  a  Steel-plate  Portrait 

of  Charles  Reade. 


Bible  Characters:  Studies  of  David, 
Nehemiah,  Jonah,  Paul,  &c.  Fcap. 
Svo,  leatherette,  Is. 

Reader's   Handbook   (The)  of 

Allusions,  References,  Plots,  and 
Stories.  By  the  Rev.  Dr.  Brewer. 
With  an  Appendix,  containing  a 
Complete  English  Bibliography. 
Fifteenth  Thousand.  Crown  Svo,  1,400 
pages,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Riddell  (Mrs.  J.  H.),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
The  Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party, 
Weird  Stories. 


Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
Fairy  Water. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

Rimmer  (Alfred),  Works  by : 

Square  Svo,  cloth  silt,  7s.  6d.  each. 
Our  Old  Country  Towns.    With  over 

50  Illustrations, 
Rambles  Round  Eton  and  Harrow. 

With  50  Illustrations 
About  England  with  Dickens.  With 

58  Illustrations  by  Alfred  Rimmer 

andC.  A.  Vanderhoof. 


Robinson  Crusoe.     By  Daniel 

Defof..  (Major's  Edition.)  With  37 
Woodcut  Illustrations  by  George 
Cruikshank.  Post  Svo,  handsomely 
half-bound  (uniform  with  Lamb's 
"Elia"),23.  iShortly. 

Robinson  (F.  W.),  Novels  by: 

Crown   Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  Gd.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

Robinson  (Phil),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 
The  Poets'  Birds. 
The  Poets'  Beasts. 
The   Poets  and    Nature:     Reptiles, 
Fishes,  and  Insects.  \_Preparing. 

Rochefoucauld's  Maxims  and 

Moral  Reflections.  With  Notes,  and 
an  Introductory  Essay  by  Saintb- 
Beuve.    Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s. 
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Roll  of  Battle  Abbey,  The;  or, 

A  List  of  tbe  Principal  Warriors  who 
came  over  from  Normandy  with  Wil- 
liam the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in 
this  Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     Handsomely  printed,  5s. 

Rowley  (Hon.  Hugh),  Works  by: 

Post  bvo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Puniana:  Riddles  and  Jokes.     With 

numerous  Illustrations. 
More  Puniana.  Profusely  Illustrated. 

Runciman  (James),  Stories  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 

cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweetheart. 
Schools  and  Scholars. 

Russell  (W.  Clark),  Works  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  63.  each ;  post 

8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Round  the  Galley-Fire. 
In  the    Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Cape. 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the   'Ocean  Star," 
The    Romance    cf  Jenny  Harlowe. 

On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 
An  Ocean  Tragedy:  A  Novel.  Three 

Vols.,  crown  8vo. 

Sala.— Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

By  George  Augustus  Sala.  Post 
Bvo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Sanson. — Seven    Generations 

of  Executioners :  Memoirs  of  the 
Sanson  Family  (16S8  to  1847).  Edited 
byHENRvSANSON.    Cr.8vo,cl.ex.33  6d. 

Saunders   (John),    Novels   by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Guy  Waterman.  I  Lion  in  the  Path. 

The  Two  Dreamers. 

Bound   to  the  Wheel.     Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Saunders  (Katharine),  Novels 

by.     Cr.  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 

post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 

The  High   Mills. 

Heart  Salvage.   |    Sebastian. 


Joan  Merryweather.  Post  8vo,  illus- 
trated boards,  2s. 

Gideon's  Rock.  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 


Science-Gossip  for  1890:  An 

Illustrated  Medium  of  Interchange 
for  Students  and  Lovers  of  Nature. 
Edited  by  Dr.  J.  E.Taylor,  F.L.S.,&c. 
Devoted  to  Geology,  Botany,  Phy- 
siology, Chemistry,  Zoology,  Micros- 
copy, Telescopy,  Physiography,  Pho- 
tography,&c.  Price  4d.  Monthly  ;  or  5s. 
per  year,  post-free.  Vols.  I.  to  XIX. 
may  be  had  at  7s.  6d.  each  ;  and  Vols. 
XX.  to  date,  at  6s.  each.  Cases  for 
Binding,  Is.  6d.  each. 

"Secret    Out"    Series,    The: 

Cr.  8vo,  cl. ex.,  Illustrated,  4s.  61.  each. 

The  Secret  Out :  One  Thousand 
Tricks  with  Cards,  and  other  Re- 
creations; with  Entertaining  Experi- 
ments in  Drawing-room  or  "  White 
Magic."  By  W.  H.Cremer.  soolllusts. 

The  Art  of  Amusing:  A  Collection  of 
Graceful  Arts, Games.Tricks, Puzzles, 
and  Charades  By  Frank  Bellew, 
With  300  Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky.  Very  Easy  Tricks, 
Very  Difficult  Tricks,  White  Magic, 
Sleight  of  Hand.  Edited  by  W.  H. 
Cremer.    With  200  Illustrations. 

Magician's  Own  Book:  Performances 
with  Cups  and  Balls,  Eggs,  Hats, 
Handkerchiefs,  &c.  All  from  actual 
Experience.  Edited  by  W.  H.  Cre- 
mer.   200  Illustrations. 


Seguin  (L.  G.),  Works  by  : 

The  Country  of  the  Passion  Play, 

and  the  Highlands  and  Highlanders 
of  Bavaria.  With  Map  and  ij  Illusts. 
and  a  New  Preface  for  1S90. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33.  6d. 
Walks  in  Algiers  and  its  Surround- 
ings. With  2  Maps  and  16  Illusts, 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Senior. — By  Stream  and  Sea. 

By  W.Senior.  Post  8vo.cl.limp,  23. 6d. 

Seven  S ag as  ( Th e )~of~P r e h i s- 

toric  Man.  By  James  H.  Stoddart, 
Author  of  "  The  Village  Life."  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Shakespeare : 
The  First  Folio  Shakespeare.— Mr. 

William  Shakespeare's  Comedies, 
Histories,  and  Tragedies.  Published 
according  to  the  true  Originall  Copies. 
London,  Printed  by  Isaac  Iaggard 
and  Ed.  Blount.  1623. — A  Repro- 
duction of  the  extremely  rare  original, 
in  reduced  facsimile,  by  a  photogra- 
phic process — ensuring  the  strictest 
accuracy  in  every  detail.  Small  Svo, 
half-Roxburghe,  7s.  6d. 
Shakespeare  for  Children:  Tales 
from  Shakespeare.  By  Charles 
and  Mary  Lamb.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  coloured  and  plain,  by 
J,  MoYR  Smith.    Cr.  4to,  cl.  gilt,  63. 
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Sharp.— Children  of  To-mor- 
row: A  Novel.  By  William  Sharp. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Shelley.— The  Com  pleteWorks 

in  Verse  and  Prose  of  Percy  Bysshe 
Shelley.  Edited,  Prefaced  and  Anno- 
tated by  R.  Herne  Shepherd.  Five 
Vols.,  cr,  8vo,  cloth  bds.,  3s.  6d.  each. 

Poetical  Works,  in  Three  Vols. 
Vol.  I.  An  Introduction  by  the  Editor;  The 
Posthumous  Fragments  of  Margaret  Nichol- 
son ;  Shelley's  Correspondence  with  Stock- 
dale  ;  The  'Wanderinf!  Jew  (the  only  complete 
version)  ;  Queen  Ivlab,  with  the  Notes ; 
Alastor,  and  other  Poems;  Rosalind  and 
Helen  ;  Prometheus  Unbound  ;  Adonais,  &c. 
Vol.  II.  Laon  and  Cythna  (as  originally  pub- 
lished, instead  of  the  emasculated  "  Revolt 
of  Islam")  ;  The  Cenci ;  Julian  and  Maddalo 
(from  Shelley's  manuscript) ;  Swellfoot  the 
Tyrant  (from  the  copy  in  the  Dyce  Library 
at  South  KenMnorton);  The  Witch  of  Atlas; 
Epipsychidion:  Hellas. 
Vol.  III.  Posthumous  Poems,  published  by 
Mrs.  Shelley  in  1824  and  1S39;  The  Masque 
of  Anarchy  ifroni  Sheilcy  s  manuscript);  and 
other  Pieces  not  brought  together  in  the  ordi- 
nary editions. 

Prose  Works,  in  Tvi^o  Vols. 

Vol.  I.  The  Two  Romances  of  Zastrozzi  and  St. 
Irvyne  ;  the  Dublin  and  Marlow  Pamphlets  ;  A 
Refutation  of  Deism  ;  Letters  to  Leiih  Hunt, 
and  some  Minor  Writings  and  Fragments. 

Vol.  II.  The  Essays;  Letters  from  Abroad; 
Translations  and  Fragments,  Edited  by  Mrs. 
Shelley,  and  first  published  in  1840,  with 
the  addition  of  some  Minor  Pieces  of  great 
interest  and  rarity,  includirg  one  recently 
discovered  by  Professor  DOWDEN.  AVith  a 
Bibliography  of  Shelley  and  an  exhaustive 
Index  of  the  Prose  Works. 

Sheridan(General). — Personal 

Memoirs  of  General  P.  H.  Sheridan  : 
The  Romantic  Career  of  a  Great 
Soldier,  told  in  his  Own  Words.  With 
22  Portraits  and  other  Illustrations,  27 
Maps,  and  numerous  Facsimiles  of 
Famous  Letters.  Two  Vols,  of  500 
pages  each,  demy  8vo,  cloth  extra,  24s. 

Sheridan  (Richard  Brinsley): 
Sheridan's  Complete  Works,  with 
Life  and  Anecdotes.  Including  his 
Dramatic  Writings,  printed  from  the 
Original  Editions,  his  Works  in 
Prose  and  Poetry,  Translations, 
Speeches,  Jokes,  Puns,  &c.  With  a 
Collection  of  Sheridaniana.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  gilt,  ■with  10  full- 
page  Tinted  Illustrations,  73.  6d. 
Sheridan's  Comedies:  The  Rivals, 
and  The  School  for  Scandal. 
Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes  to  each  Play,  and  a  Bio- 
graphical Sketch  of  Sheridan,  by 
Brander  Matthews.  With  Decora- 
tive Vignettes  and  lofull-page  lllusts. 
Demy  8vo,  half-parchment,  12s  6(i. 


Sherard. —  Rogues:    A   Novel. 

By  R.  H.  Sherard.  Crown  8vo,  pic- 
ture cover.  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Sidneys  (Sir  Philip)  Complete 

Poetical  Works,  including  all  those  in 
"Arcadia."  With  Portrait,  Memorial- 
Introduction,  Notes,  &c.,  by  the  Rev. 
A.  B.  Grosart,  D.D.  Three  Vols., 
crown  8vo,  cloth  boards,  183. 

Sign  board  si  Their  History. 
With  Anecdotes  of  Famous  Taverns 
and  Remarkable  Characters.  By 
Jacob  Larwood  and  John  Camden 
HoTTEN.  With  100  Illustrations. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Sims  (George  R.),  Works  by: 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each; 
cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 

Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 

The  Ring  o'  Bells. 

Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 

Mary  Jane  Married. 

Tales  of  Today. 

Cr.  8vo,  picture  cover,  Is.ea.;  cl.,  ls.6d.ea. 

The  Dagonet  Reciter  and  Reader  i 
Being  Readings  and  Recitations  in 
Prose  and  Verse,  selected  from  his 
own  Works   by   G.  R.  Sims. 

How  the  Poor  Live;  and  Horrible 
London.     In  One  Volume. 

Sister  Dora:  A  Biography.  By 
Margaret  Lonsdale.  Popular  Edi- 
tion, Revised,  with  additional  Chap- 
ter, a  New  Dedication  and  Preface, 
and  Four  Illustrations.  Sq.  8vo,  pic- 
ture cover,  4d. ;  cloth,  6d^ 

Sketchley.— A    MatcTi    in    the 

Dark.  By  Arthur  Sketchley.  Post 
8vo,  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Slang  Dictionary,  The:  Ety- 
mological, Historical,  and  Anecdotal. 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  6d. 

Smart. — Without       Love      or 

Licence :  A  Novel.  By  Hawley 
Smart.  Three  Vols.,  cr.  8vo. 

Smith  (J.  Moyr),  Works  by  : 

The  Prince  of  Argolis:  A  Story  of  the 
Old  Greek  Fairy  Time.  With  130 
lllusts.  Small  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.6d. 

Tales  of  Old  Thule.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.  Cr.  8vo,  cloth  gilt,  6s. 

The  Wooing  of  the  Water  Witch. 
With  Illustrations.     Small  8vo,  6s. 

Society    in     London.       By    A 

Foreign  Resident.  Crown  8vo,  Is. ; 
cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Society  in   Paris:   The   Upper 

Ten  Thousand.  A  Series  of  Letters 
from  Count  Paul  Vasili  to  a  Young 
French  Diplomat.  Trans,  by  R.  L, 
DE  Beaufort.  Crown  8vo,  cl.  ex.,  63. 
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Society  out  of  Tov/n.     By  A 

Foreign  Resident,  Author  of  "So- 
ciety in  London."  Crown  8vo,  cloth 
extra,  6s. \_Pre paring. 

Somerset.— Songs    of    Adieu. 

By  Lord  Henry  Somerset.  Small 
4to,  Japanese  vellum,  63. 

Spaiding.-Ellzabethan  Demon- 

ology  :  An  Essay  in  Illustration  of  the 
Belief  in  the  Existence  of  Devils,  and 
the  Powers  possessed  by  Them.  By  T. 
A.  Spalding,  LL.B.   Cr.Svo,cl.  ex.,  5s. 

Speight  (T.  W.),  Novels  by: 
The    Mysteries    of      Heron     Dyke 

With   a  Frontispiece  by  M.  Ellen 

Edwards.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra, 

3s.  ed  ;    post  Svo,  illustrated  bds.,  2s. 
Wife  OP  No  Wife?      Post  Svo,   cloth 

limp,  Is.  6d. 
A  Barren  Title.    Crown  Svo,  cl..  Is.  6d. 
The  Golden  Hoop.     Post  Svo,  illust. 

boards,  2s. 
By    Devious   Ways;    and  A   Barren 

Title.     Post  bvo,  illust.  boards.  23. 
The  Sandycroft    Mystery.      Crown 

Svo,  picture  cover,  Is.  [Shortly. 

Spenser  for  Children.     By  M. 

H.  TowRY.  With  Illustrations  by 
Walter  J.  Morgan.  Crown  4to,  cloth 
gilt,  6s. 

Stageland  :  Curious  Habits  and 
Customs  of  its  Inhabitants.  By  Jerome 
K.  Jerome.  Wi:h  64  Illustrations  by 
J.  Bernard  Partridge.  Fourth  Edi- 
tion.    Fcap.  4to.cl' th  extra,  3s.  6d. 

Starry  Heavens,  The:  A  Poeti- 
cal Birtbdav  Book.  Square  Svo,  cloth 
cxtrp..23   Gd. 

Staunton. — Laws  and  Practice 

of  Chess.  With  an  Analysis  of  the 
Openings.  By  Howard  Staunton. 
Edited  by  Robert  B.  Wormald. 
Small  crown  Bvo,  cloth  extra,  5s. 

Stedman  (E.  C),  Works  by: 

Victorian  Poets.   Thirteenth  Edition. 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  9s. 
The  Poets  of  America.    Crown  Svo, 

cloth  extra,  9s.  

Sterndale. — The  Afghan  Knife: 

A  Novel.  By  Robert  Armitage  Stern- 
dale.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s  6d  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2?. 

Stevenson  (R. Louis), Works  by: 

Post  Svo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d.  each. 
Travels    with     a     Donkey     in     the 

Cevennes.      Ei-hth  Edition.      With 

a  Frontispiece  by  Walter  Crane. 
An  Inland  Voyage.     Fourth   Edition. 

WithFrontispiece  by  WalterCrans. 


Stevenson  (R.  Louis),  continued — 
Cr.  Svo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  to:^,  6s.  each. 
Familiar  Studies  of  Men  and  Books. 

Filth  Edition. 
The    Silverado    Squatters.      With 

Frontispiece.     Third   Edition. 
The  Merry  Men.     Second  Edition. 
Underwoods:  Poems.     Fourth  Edit. 
Memories  &  Portraits.  Third  Edit. 
Virginibus     Pue.'-isque,     and     otner 

Papers.    Fifth  Edition. 

Cr.  Svo,  buckram  extra,  gilt  top,  6s.  each  ; 
post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s.  each. 
I       New  Arabian  Nights.  Eleventh  Edit. 
Prince  Otto  :  Sixth  Edition. 

i  Stoddard. — Summer  Cruising 

I  in  the  South  Seas.  By  Charles 
Warren  Stoddard.  Illustrated  by 
Wallis  Mackay.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novel- 
ists. With  Notices  of  their  Lives  and 
Writings.  By  Helen  and  Alice  Zim- 
mern.  Frontispiece.  Crown  Svo,  cloth 
extra,  3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Strange  Manuscript  (A)  found 

in  a  Copper  Cylinder.  With  19  full- 
page  Illustrations  by  Gilbert  Gaul. 
Third  Edition.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  5s. 

Strange     Secrets.       Told     by 

Percy  Fitzgerald,  Florence  Mar- 
RYAT,  James  Grant,  A.  Conan  Dovle, 
Button  Cook,  and  others.  With  8 
Illustrations  by  Sir  John  Gilbert, 
William  Small,  W.  J.  Hennessy, 
&c.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  63.  ;  post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23^ 

Strutt  s  Sports  and  Pastimes 

of  the  People  cf  England;  including 
I       the  Rural  and  Domestic  Recreations, 

May  Games,  Mummeries,  Shows,  &c., 
i  from  the  Earliest  Period  to  the  Present 
I       Time.  Edited  by  Wm.  Hone.   With  140 

Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s. 6d. 

Suburban      Homes    (The)    of 

London:  A  Residential  Guide  to 
Favourite    London     Localities,    their 

I       Society.  Celebrities,  and  Associations. 

I  With  Notes  on  their  Rental,  Rates,and 
House  Accommodation.  With  Map  of 
Suburban  London.  Cr.8vo.cl.ex.,7s  6d. 

Swift  (Dean):— 
Swift's  Choice  Works,  in  Prose  and 
Verse.  With  Memoir,  Portrait,  and 
Facsimiles  of  the  Maps  in  the  Origi- 
nal Edition  of  "  Gulliver's  Travels." 
Crown  Svo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Monograph  on  Dean  Swift.  By 
J.  Chu.'^ton  Collins.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  8s.  [^Shortly. 
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Swinburne       (Algernon       C), 

Works  by; 
Selections  from  the  Poetical  Works 

of  A.  C.  Swinburne.  Fcap.  8vo,  6s. 
Atalanta  in  Calydon.  Crown  8vo,  6s. 
Cliastelard.  ATrasedy.  Cr.  8vo,  73. 
Poems  and  Ballads.     First  Series. 

Cr.  8vo,  9s.  Fcap.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and  Ballads.  Second  Series. 

Cr.  Svo,  9s.  Fcap.  8vo,  same  price. 
Poems  and   Ballads.  Third  Series. 

Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Notes  on  Poems  and  Reviews.  8vo,l3. 
Songs  before  Sunrise.  Cr.  8vo,  lOs.Gd. 
Bothwell:   A  Tragedy.    Cr.8vo,12s.6d. 
George  Chapman  :    An  Essay.     (See 

Vol,  II.  of  Geo.  Chapman's  Works.) 

Crown  Svo,  6s. 
Songs  of  Two  Nations.  Cr.  Svo,  63. 
Essays  and  Studies.  Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Erechtheus:  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  6s, 
Songsof  the  Springtides.  Cr.8vo,Ss. 
Studies  in  Song.  Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Mary  Stuart :  A  Tragedy.  Cr.  Svo,  8s. 
Tristram    of    Lyonesse,  and    other 

Poems.     Crown  Svo,  9s. 
ACentury  of  Roundels.  Small  4to,  8s. 
A    Midsummer    Holiday,   and   other 

Poems.     Crown  Svo,  7s. 
Marino  Faliero:  ATragedy.  Cr.8vo,6s. 
A  Study  of  Victor  Hugo.    Cr.  Svo,  6s. 
Miscellanies.    Crown  Svo,  12s. 
Locrine:  A  Tragedy.    Crown8vo,63. 
A  Study  of  Ben  Jcnson.  Cr.  Svo,  7s. 

Syrnonds. — Wine,  Women,  and 

Song:  Mediaeval  Latin  Students' 
Songs.  Now  first  translated  into  Eng- 
lish Verse,  with  Essay  by  J.  Addington 
Symonds.     Small  Svo,  parchment,  6s. 

Syntax's   (Dr.)    Three   Tours: 

In  Search  of  the  Picturesque,  in  Search 
of  Consolation,  and  in  Search  of  a 
Wife.  With  the  whole  of  Rowland- 
son's  droll  Illustrations  in  Colours,  and 
a  Lite  of  the  Author  by  J.  C.  Hotten. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.        

Taine's     History     of     English 

Literature.  Translated  by  Henry 
Van  Laun.  Four  Vols.,  small  8vo, 
cloth  boards,  30s. — Popular  Edition, 
Two  Vols.,  crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  15s. 


Taylor's  (Bayard)    Diversions 

of    the     Echo    Club:     Burlesques  of 
Modern  Writers.  Post  Svo,  cl.  limp,  2s. 

Taylm^TDrrjyETTFX.S.),  Works 

by.  Crown  Svo,  cloth  ex.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

The  Sagacity  and  Morality  of 
Plants:  A  Sketch  of  the  Life  and 
(Conduct  of  the  Vegetable  Kingdom. 
Coloured  Frontis.  and  loo  Illusts. 

Our  Common  British  Fossils,  and 
Where  to  Find  Them  :  A  Handbook 
lo:  Students.  With  33i_Illustrations. 

The  Playtime  Naturalist.  With  366 
Illustrations.    Crown  8vq,  cl.  e?.,  5s. 


Taylor's      (Tom)      Historical 

Dramas:  "  Clancarty,"  "Jeanne 
Dare,"  "  'Twixt  Axe  and  Crown,"  "  The 
Fool's  Revenge,"  "  Arkwright's  Wife," 
"Anne  Boleyn,''  "  Plot  and  Passion.'' 
One  Vol.,  cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
*<^*  The  Plays  may  also  be  had  sepa* 

rately,  at  Is.  each.       

TennysoTi^(Lord) :  A  Biogra- 
phical Sketch.  By  H.  J.  Jennings. 
With  a  Photograph-Portrait.  Crown 
8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Thackeray  an  a:  Notes  and  Anec- 
dotes. Illustrated  by  Hundreds  of 
Sketches  by  William  Makepeace 
Thackeray,  depicting  Humorous 
Incidents  in  his  School-life,  and 
Favourite  Characters  in  the  books  of 
his  every-day  reading-.  With  Coloured 
Frontispiece.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thames. — A  New  Pictorial  His- 
tory ol  the  Thames.  By  A.  S.  Krausse. 
With  340  Illusirations.  Post  Svo,  pic- 
ture cover.  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

T iTomas  (Bertha),  Novels   by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin  Player. 

Thomas  (M.).— A  Fight  for  Life: 

A  Novel.  By  W.  Moy  Thomas.  Post 
Svo.  illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Thomson's Seasonsand  Castle 

of  Indolence.  With  Introduction 
by  Allan  Cunningham,  and  over  50 
Illustrations  on  Steel  and  Wood. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 

Thornbury  (Walter), Works  by; 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Haunted  London.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Walford,  M.A.  With  Illus- 
trations by  F.  W,  Fairholt,  F.S.A. 

The  Life  and  Correspondence  of 
J.  M.  V/.  Turner.  Founded  upon 
Letters  and  Papers  furnished  by  his 
Friends  and  fellow  Academicians. 
With  numerous  Illusts.   in  Colours. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Old  Stories  Re-told. 

Tales   for  the   Marines. 

Tilribs  (John),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d  each. 

The  History  of  Clubs  and  Club  Life 
in  London.  With  Anecdotes  of  its 
Famous  Coffee-houses,  Hostelries, 
and  Taverns.     With  many  Illusts. 

English  Eccentrics  and  Eccen- 
tricities: Stories  of  Wealth  and 
Fashion,  Delusions,  Impostures,  and 
Fanatic  Missions,  Strange  Sights 
and  Sporting  Scenes,  Eccentric 
Artists,  Theatrical  Folk,  Men  of 
Letters,  &c.     With  nearly  50  IllustSi 
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Trollope  (Anthony),  Novels  by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each  j 
post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 

The  Way  We  Live  Now. 

Kept  in  the  Dark. 

Frau  Frohmann    |    iVIarion  Fay. 

Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 

The  Land  Leaguers. 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 
JohnCaldigate.  |  American  Senator 

T rollope( Frances  E.), Novels  by 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Mabel's  Progress.  I  Anne  Furness. 

Trollope(T.  A.). — Diamond  Cut 

Diamond,  and  other  Stories.  By 
T.  Adolphus  Trollope.  Post  Svo, 
illustrated  boards,  2s. 

Trowbridge. — Farnell's  Folly: 

A  Novel.  By  J.  T.  Trowbridge.  Post 
Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s 


Tytler  (C.  C.  Fraser-).  —  Mis- 
tress Judith:  A  Novel.  By  C.  C. 
Fraser-Tytler.  Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra, 
3s.  6d. ;  post  Svo,  illust.  boards,  2s. 

Tytler  (Sarah),  Novels  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  3s.  6d.  each ; 
post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  |  Noblesse  Oblige. 
Saint  Mungo's  City.  |  Lady  Bell. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Buried  Diamonds. 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  23.  each. 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline. 
Disappeared.  |  TheHuguenotFaniily 

Van  Laun.— History  of  French 

Literature.  By  H.  Van  Laun.    Three 
Vols.,  demy  Svo,  cl.  bds.,  7s.  6d.  each. 

vTllari.— A  Double  Bond.  By  L. 

Villari.  Fcap.  Svo,  picture  cover.  Is. 

Walford  (Edw.,M.A.),Works  by : 
Waiford's  County  Families  of  the 
United  Kingdom(1890).  Containing 
Notices  of  the  Descent,  Birth,  Mar- 
riage, Education,  &c.,  of  more  than 
12,000  distin.guished  Heads  of  Fami- 
lies, their  Heirs  Apparent  or  Pre- 
sumptive, the  Offices  they  hold,  their 
Addresses,  Clubs,  &c.  Tvventy-ninih 
Annual  Ed.  Royal  8vo,cl.  gilt,  50s. 
Walford  s  Shilling  Peerage  (1390). 
Containing  an  Alphabetical  List  of 
the  House  ot  Lords,  Scotch  and 
Irish  Peers,  &c.    32mo,  cloth.  Is. 


Walford  (Edv.'Ard),  continued — 
Waiford's  Shilling  Baronetage(1890). 
Containing  List  of  the  Baronets  of  the 
United  Kingdom,  Biographical  Not- 
ices, Addresses,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

Waiford's  Shilling  Knightage  (1890). 
Containing  an  Alphabetica'  List  of 
the  Knights  ot  the  United  Kingdom, 
short  Biographical  Notices,  Dates  of 
Creation,  Addresses, &c.  32mo,cl.,ls. 

Waiford's  Shilling  House  of  Com- 
mons (1890).  Containing  List  of  all 
Members  ot  Parliament,  their  Ad- 
dresses, Clubs,  &c.    32mo,  cloth,  Is. 

Waiford's  Complete  Peerage,  Baron- 
etage, Knightage,  and  House  of 
Commons  (1890).  Royal  samo, 
cloth  extra,  gilt  edges.  53. 

Waiford's  Windsor  Peerage,  Baron- 
etage, and  Knightage  (1S90). 
Cr.  Svo,  cloth  extra,  12s.  6d. 

William  Pitt:  A  Biography.  PostSvo, 
cloth  extra,  5s. 

Tales  of  our  Great  Families.  A  New 
and  Revised  Edition.  Crown  Svo, 
cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  [SJiortly. 

Haunted  London.  ByWALTERTnoRN- 
BURY.  Edited  by  Edward  Walford, 
M.A.  Illusts.  by  F.  W.  Fairholt, 
F.S.A.     Cr.  Svo.  cloth  extra.  7s.  6d. 

Walton  and Cotton'sComplete 

Angler;  or.  The  Contemplative  Man's 
Recreation.  By  Izaak  Walton;  and  In- 
structions how  to  Angle  for  a  Trout  or 
Grayling  in  a  clear  Stream,  by  Charles 
Cotton.  With  Memoirs  and  Notes  by 
Sir  Harris  Nicolas,  and  61  Illusts. 
Crown  Svo,  cloth  antique,  7s.  6d. 

Walt    Whitman,   Poems  by. 

Selected  and  Edited,  with  an  Intro- 
duction, by  William  'M.  Rossetti.  A 
New  Edition,  with  a  Steel  Plate  Por- 
trait. Crown  Svo,  printed  on  hand- 
made paper  and  bound  in  buckram,  63. 

Wanderer's  Library,  The: 

Crown  Svo  , cloth  extra,  33.  6d.  each. 

Wanderings  in  Patagonia<  or,  Life 
among  the  Ostrich- Hunters.  By 
Julius  Beerbohm.    Illustrated. 

Camp  Notes;  Stories  of  Sport  and 
Adventure  in  Asia,  Afr  ca,  and 
America.     By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Savage  Life.     By  Frederick  Boyle. 

Merrie  England  in  tiie  Olden  Time. 
By  George  Daniel.  With  Illustra- 
tions by  RoBT.  Cruikshank. 

Circus  Life  and  Circus  Celebrities. 
By  Thomas  Frost. 

The  Lives  of  the  Conjurers.  By 
Thomas  Fkost. 

The  Old  Showmen  and  the  Old 
London  Fairs.     By  Thomas  Frosf. 

Low-Life  Deeps.  An  Account  of  the 
Strange  Fich  to  be  found  there.  By 
James  Greenwood. 
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Wanderer's  Library,  continued — 
The  Wilds  of    London.     By   James 

Greenwood. 
Tunis:    The   Land    and   the    People. 

By  the   Chevalier  de   Hesse-War- 

TEGG.     With  22  Illustrations. 
Tlie  Life  and  Adventures  of  a  Cheap 

Jack.  Edited  by  Charlfs  Hindlev. 
ThG  World  Behind  the  Scenes     By 

Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Tavern    Anecdotes     and     Sayings. 

By  Charles  Hindley.  With  Illusts, 
The  Genial  Showman:  Life  and  Ad- 
ventures of  Artemus  Ward.  By  E.  P. 

Kingston.     With  a  Fronti'spiece. 
The  Story   of    the   London    Parks. 

By  Jacob  Larv.ood.     With  Illusts. 
London  Characters.  By  Kenry  Mav- 

HEW.     Illustrated. 
Seven  Generations  of  Executioners: 

Memoirs  of  tne  Sanson  Family  (i6S8 

to  1847).    Edited  by  Henry  Sanson. 
Summer    Cruising     in     the    South 

Seas.      By  C.  Warren    Stoddard. 

Illustrated  by  Wallis  Mackay. 

VVapner. — A  Roundabout  Jour- 
ney. By  Charles  Dudley  Warner, 
Author  ot  "  Wy  Summer  in  a  Garden." 
Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 


Warrants,  8cc.  :— 
Warrant  to  Execute  Charles  I.    An 

exact  Facsimile,  with  the  Fifty-nine 
Signatures,  and  corresponding  Seals. 
Carefully  printed  or  paper  to  imitate 
the  Original,  22  in.  oy  14  in.  Price  2s. 

Warrant  to  Execute  Mary  Queen  of 
Scots.  An  exact  Facsimile,  includ- 
ing the  Signature  of  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  a  Facsimile  of  the  Great 
Seal.  Beautifully  printed  on  paper 
to  imitate  the  Original  M  S.    Price  2s. 

Magna  Charta.  An  exact  Facsimile 
of  the  Original  Document  in  the 
British  Museum,  printed  on  fine 
plate  paper,  nearly  3  feet  long  by  2 
feet  wide,  with  the  Arms  and  Seals 
emblazoned  in  Gold  and  Colours.  5s. 

The  Roll  of  Battle  Abbey;  or,  A  List 
of  the  Principal  Warriors  who  came 
over  from  Normandy  with  William 
the  Conqueror,  and  Settled  in  this 
Country,  a.d.  1066-7.  With  the 
principal  Arms  emblazoned  in  Gold 
and  Colours.     Price  5s. 

Weather,  How  to  Foretell  the, 

with  the  Pocket  Spectroscope  By 
F.  W.  Cory,  M.R.C.S.  Eng.,  F.R.Met. 
See,  &c.  With  10  Illustrations.  Cf-.wa 
8vo,  Is.  ;  cloth,  Is.  6(i. 

Westropp.— Handbook  of  Pot- 
tery and  Porcelain ;  or,  History  of 
those  Arts  from  the  Earliest  Period. 
By  Hodder  M.  Westropp.  With  nu- 
merous Illustrations,  and  a  List  01 
Marks.    Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  4s.  6d. 


Whist.  —  Hovj    to    Play    Solo 

Whist.  With  Specimen  Hands  in  red 
and  black,  and  Revised  Code  of  Laws. 
By  Abraham  S.WiLKsand  Charles  F. 
Pardon.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  33^d. 

Whistler's  (Mr.)  Ten  o'clock. 

Crown  8vo,  hand-made  paper,  Is^ 


Williams  (W.  Mattieu,  F.R.A.S.), 
Works  by: 
Science  in  Short  Chapters.    Crown 

8vo.  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d. 
A  Simple   Treatise  on   Heat.     With 

Illusts.  Crown  8vo,  cloth  limp,  23. 6d, 
The  Chemistry  of  Cookery.    Crown 

8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s. 

Wilson  (Dr.  Andrew,  F.R.S.E.), 

Works  by: 

Chapters  on  Evolution:  A  Popular 
History  of  Darwinian  and  Allied 
Theories  of  Development.  3rd  Ed. 
W.th  259  Illusts.  Cr.Svo,  cl.  ex.,  Ts.Sd. 

Leaves  from  a  Naturalist's  Note- 
book.    Post  8vo,  cloth  limp,  2s.  6d. 

LeisureTime  Studies,  chiefly  Bio- 
logical. Third  Edit.  With  numerous 
Illustrations.     Cr.  Svo,  cl.ex.,  6s. 

studies  in  Life  and  Sense.  With 
numerous  Illusts.    Cr.  Svo,  cl.  ex.,  6s. 

Common  Accidents,  and  How  to 
Treat  them.  By  Dr.  Andrew  Wil- 
son and  others.  With  numerous  Il- 
lusts.    Cr.  Svo,  Is.  ;  cl.  limp.  Is.  6d. 

Winter  (J.  S.),  Stories  by: 

Post  Svo,  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
Cavalry  Life.      |  Regimental  Legends. 

Wood.— Sabina:  A    Novel.      By 
Lady  Wood.     Post  8vo,  illust.  bds.,  2s. 

Wood(H.F.),  Detective  Stories 

by: 

Crown  8vo,  cloth  extra,  6s.  each  ;   post 

8vo.  illustrated  boards,  2s.  each. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The   Enslisiiman  of  the  Rue    Cain. 

Vv^oolley. — Rachel  Armstrong; 

or,  Love  and  Theology.  By  Celia 
Parker  Woolley.  Post  8vo,  illus 
trated  boards,  23.  ;  cloth,  23.  61. 

Wright  (Thomas),  Works  by: 

Crown  Svo,  cloth  extra,  7s.  6d.  each. 

Caricature  History  of  the  Georges. 
(The  House  of  Hanoi-er.)  With  400 
Pictures,  Caricatures,  Squibs,  Broad- 
sides. Window  Pictures,  Sec. 

History  of  Caricature  and  of  the 
Grotesque  in  Art,  Literature, 
Sculpture,  and  Painting.  Proiusely 
Illustrated  by  F.  W.  Fairholt,F.S.A. 

Yates  (Edmund),  Novels  by  : 

Post  8vo,  illustrated  bo.trds,  23.  each. 
Land  at  Last.  |  The  Forlorn  Hopa 
Castaway. 
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Popular  Stories  by  the  Best  Authors, 
crown  8vo,  cloth 
BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 

Philistia.  I  This  Mortal  Coil. 

The  Devil's  Die   |  The  Tents  of  Shem. 
BY  REV.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 

Red  Spider.  i  Eve. 

BY    W  ALTER  BESANT  &  J.  RICE. 

Ready-Money  Moptiboy. 

My  Little  Gii'l. 

The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 

This  Son  of  Vulcan. 

With   Happ  and   Crown. 

The  Golden   Butterfly. 

By  Celia's  Arbour. 

The  Monks  of  Thelema. 

'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 

The  Seamy  Side. 

The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 

The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY    WALTER  BESANT. 

All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  .Men. 

The  Captains'  Room. 

All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 

Dorothy  Forster.       Uncle  Jack. 

Children  of  Gibeon. 

The  World  Went  Very  Well  Then. 

Herr  Paulus. 

For  Faith  and  Freedom. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN, 

A  Child  of  Nature. 

God  and  the  Man. 

The  Shadow  of  the  Sword. 
The  Martyrdom  of  Madeline. 

Love  Me  for  Ever. 

Annan  Vi/ater.        I    The  New  Abelard 

Matt.  I    Foxglove  Manor. 

The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

The  Heir  of  Linne. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 

The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 

A  Son  of  Hagar.      |  The  Docniste.'^. 

BY  MRS.  H.  LOVETT  CAMERON. 
Juliet's  Guardian     |    Deceivers   Ever. 

BY   MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.   |   Transmigration. 
From  Midnight  to  Midnight. 
MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You   Plav  me  l-aise. 

BY   WILKIE  COLLINS. 
Antonina.  |  Basil.    The  Law  and  tlie 
Hide  and  Seek.  Lady. 

The  Dead  Secret      Haunted   Hotel. 
Queen  of  Hearts.      The  Fallen  Lea^.-es 
My  Miscellanies.      Jczebel'sDaughter 
Woman  in  White.    The   Black  Robe. 
The  Moonstone,     f  Heart  and  Science 
Man  and  Wife.  "  I  Say  No." 

Poor  Miss  Finch.      Little  Novels. 
Miss  or  Mrs.  P  The  Evil  Genius- 

New  Magdalen.         The      Legacy      of 
The  Frozen  Deep.        Caii.. 
TheTwo Destinies    A  Rogue's  Life. 


ILLY    NOVELS. 

Library  Edition's,  many  Illustrated, 
extra,  33.  6d.  each. 

BY  BUTTON    COOK. 
Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 

BY    WILLIAM   CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

£1'  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES  DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain. 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears. 
Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS 
Felicia. 

BY  MRS.  ANNIE  EDWARDES. 
Archie  Lovell. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Fatal  Zero. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Queen  Cophetua.      I  A  Real  Queen. 
One  by  One.  |  King  or  Knave? 

Prefaced  by  Sir  BARTLE  ERE  RE. 
Pandurang  Hari. 

BY  EDWARD  GARRETT. 
The  Cape!  Girls. 

BY  CHARLES  GIBBON. 
Robin  Gray. 

V/hat  will  the  World  Say  P 
In  Honour  Bound. 
Queen  of  the  Meadow. 
The  Flower  of  the  Forest. 
A  Heart's  Problem. 
The  Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Loving  a  Dream. 

BY  JULIAN  HAWTHORNE. 
Garth. 

Ellice  Quentin. 
Sebastian  Stroma. 
Dust. 

Fortune's  Fool. 
Beatrix  Randolph. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR  A.   HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  ISAAC  HENDERSON. 
Agatha  Page. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT, 
Thornicroft's   Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self  Condemned. 
That  other  Person. 

BY  JEAN  INGELOW, 
Fated  to  be  Free. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY   R.   ASHE   KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGSLEY. 
Number  Seventeen. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundaa. 
The  World  Weil  Lost. 
Under  which  Lord  P 
"  My  Love  '." 
lone. 
Paston  Carew. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fieyce. 

BY  JUSTIN  McCarthy. 

The  Waterdale  Neighbours. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
Dear  Lady  Disdain. 
Miss  IVlisanthrope. 
Donna  Quixote. 
The  Comet  of  a  Season. 
Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL, 
GLusikcf  Cousins. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRY  AT. 
Open !  Sesame ! 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
Life's  Atonement.  I      Coals  of  Fire. 
Joseph's  Coat.  Val  Strange. 

A  Model  Father.     I      Hearts. 
By  the  Gate  of  the  Sea. 
A  Bit  of  Human  Nature. 
First  Person  Singular. 
Cynic  Fortune. 
The  Way  of  the  World. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. 

BY  OUIDA. 
Held  in  Bondage.    TwoLittieWooden 
Strath  more.  Shoes. 

Chandos.  In  a  Winter  City. 

Under  Two  Flags.    Ariadne. 
Idalia.  Friendship. 

Cecil    Castle-  Moths. 

mainesGage.        Pipistrelio. 
Ti'icotrin.  A    Village    Com- 

Puck.  mune. 

Folle  Farine.  Bimbi. 

ADog  of  Flanders    Wanda. 
Pascarel.  Frescoes. 

Signa.  In  Maremma 

Princess  Naprax-   Othmar. 

ine.  Guilderoy. 

BY  MARGARET  A.  PAUL. 
0«ntle  and  Simple. 


berd. 
Walter's  Word. 
Less    Black    than 

We're  Painted 
By  Proxy. 
High  Spirits. 
Under  One  Roof. 
A     Confidential 

Agent. 
From  Exile. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massing-   A    Grape   from    a 
Thorn. 
Some      Private 

Views. 
TheCanon'sWard. 
Glow-worm  Tales. 
Talk  of  the  Town. 
In    Peril    and    Pri- 
vation. 
Holiday  Tasks. 
The     Mystery     of 
Mirbridge. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |    The  Foreigners. 

Mrs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to  Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  |     Peg  Wofflngton. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Griffith  Gaunt.  |     Foul  Play. 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love 
The  Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place. 
A  Terrible  Temptation 
The  Wandering  Heir.  I  A  Simpleton. 
A  Woman-Hater.  |  Readiana. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
The  Jilt. 

Good     Stories    of    Men    and    other 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.  J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden-Party. 
Weird  Stories. 

BY  F.  W.  ROBINSON. 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Bound  to  the  Wheel. 
Guy  Waterman.         |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the  Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Gideon's  Rock.         I     Heart  Salvage. 
The  High  Mills.       |     Sebastian. 

BY   T.    IV.   SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  BERTHA  THOMAS. 
Proud  Maisie.  |  Cressida. 
The  Violin-Player. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  we  Live  Now. 
Frau  Frohmann.    1    Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
Mr.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land  Leaguers. 
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Piccadilly  Novels,  continued — 
BY  FRANCES  E.  TROLLOPS. 

Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 

Anne  Furness.      I  Mabels  Progress. 
BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 

Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 
BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 

Mistress  Judith. 


Piccadilly  Novels,  continued-^ 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
The  Bride's  Pass.  |  Saint  Mungo'sCity. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Noblesse  Oblige. 

Lady  Bell.  |    Buried  Diamonds. 

The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 


CHEAP   EDITIONS    OF 

Post  8vo,  illustrated 

BY  ed:,iond  about. 

The  Fellah. 

BY  HAMILTON  AIDE. 
Carr  of  Carrlyon.    |       Confidences. 

BY  MRS.  ALEXANDER. 
Maid,  Wife,  or  Widow  P 
Valerie's  Fate. 

BY  GRANT  ALLEN. 
Strange  Stories. 
Philistia.         I      The  Devil's  Die. 
Babylon.         |      This  Mortal  Coil. 
In  all  Shades. 
The  Beckoning  Hand. 
Fop  Maimie's  Sake. 

BY  REV.  S.  BARING  GOULD. 
Red  Spider.  |    Eve. 

BY  SHELSLEY  BEAUCHAMP. 
Grant'p.y  Grange. 

BY   V.  A  LTER  BESANT  &  J.   RICE. 
Ready-Money  Mortiboy. 
With   Harp  and  Crown. 
This  Son  of  Vulcan.  |  My  Little  Girl. 
The  Case  of  Mr.  Lucraft. 
The  Golden  Butterfly. 
By   Celia's  Arbour 
The  Monks  of  Thelema. 
'Twas  in  Trafalgar's  Bay. 
The  Seamy  Side. 
The  Ten  Years'  Tenant. 
The  Chaplain  of  the  Fleet. 

BY  WALTER  BESANT. 
All  Sorts  and  Conditions  of  Men. 
The  Captains'  Room. 
All  in  a  Garden  Fair. 
Dorothy  Forster. 
Uncle  Jack. 
Children  of  Gibeon. 
The  World  Went  Very  Weil  Then. 
Herr  Paulus. 

BY  FREDERICK  BOYLE, 
Camp  Notes,  j  Savage  Life. 
Chronicles  of  No-man's  Land. 

BY  BRET  HARTE. 
An  Heiress  of  Red  Dog. 
The  Luck  of  Roaring  Camp. 
Californian  Stories. 
Gabriel  Conroy.  |         Flip. 
Maruja.    |    A  Phyllis  of  the  Sierras. 

BY  HAROLD  BRYDGES. 
Uncle  Sam  at  Home. 


The     Martyrdom 

of  Madeline. 
Annan  Water. 
The  New  Abelard. 
Matt. 
TheHeirof  Linna 


POPULAR    NOVELS. 

boards,  2s.  each. 

BY  ROBERT  BUCHANAN. 
The    Shadow    of 

the  Sword. 
A  Child  of  Nature. 
God  and  the  Man. 
Love  Me  for  Ever. 
Foxglove  Manor. 
The  Master  of  the  Mine. 

BY  HALL  CAINE. 
The  Shadow  of  a  Crime. 
ASonofHagar.  |  The  Deemster. 
BY  COMMANDER  CAMERON. 
The  Cruise  of  the  "  Black  Prince." 
BY  MRS.  LOVETT  CAMERON 
Deceivers  Ever.  |  Juliet's  Guardian. 

BY  M  ACL  A  REN  COBBAN. 
The  Cure  of  Souls. 

BY  C.   ALLSTON  COLLINS, 
The  Bar  Sinister. 

BY    WILKIE   COLLINS. 


My  Miscellanies. 
Woman  in  White. 
The  Moonstone. 
Man  and  Wife 
Poor  Miss  rmch. 
The  Fallen  Leaves. 
Jezebel'sDaughter 
The  Black  Robe. 
Heart  and  Science 
"  I  Say  No." 
The  Evil  Genius. 
Little  Novels. 


Antonina. 
Basil. 

Hide  and  Seek. 
The  Dead  Secret. 
Queen  of  Hearts, 
Miss  or  Mrs.  .=> 
New  Magdalen. 
The  Frozen  Deep. 
The  Law  and  the 

Lady. 
TheTwo  Destinies 
Haunted  Hotel. 
A  Rogue's  Life. 

BY  MORTIMER   COLLINS. 
Sweet  Anne  Page.  I  From  Midnight  to 
Transmigration.    |      Midnight. 
A  Fight  with  Fortune. 

MORTIMER  &  FRANCES  COLLINS, 
Sweet  and  Twenty.  |      Frances. 
Blacksmith  and  Scholar. 
The  Village  Comedy. 
You  Play  me  False. 

BY  M.  J.  COLQUHOUN. 
Every  Inch  a  Soldier. 

BY  MONCURE  D.  CONWAY. 
Pine  and  Palm. 

BY  DUTTON  COOK. 
Leo.  I  Paul  Foster's  Daughter. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 

BY  C.  EGBERT  CRADDOCK. 
The    Prophet   of  the    Great    Smoky 
Mountains. 

BY  WILLIAM  CYPLES. 
Hearts  of  Gold. 

BY  ALPHONSE  DAUDET. 
The  Evangelist;  or,  Port  Salvation. 

BY  JAMES   DE  MILLE. 
A  Castle  in  Spain 

BY  J.  LEITH  DERWENT. 
Our  Lady  of  Tears,  j    Circe's  Lovers. 

BY  CHARLES  DICKENS. 
Sketches  by  Boz.  I  Oliver  Twist. 
Pickwick  Papers.    |  Nicholas  Nickieby 

BY  DICK  DONOVAN. 
The  Man-Hunter. 
Caught  at  Last ! 

BY   MRS.   ANNIE  EDWARDES. 

A  Point  of  Honour.  I     Archie  Love!!. 

BY   M.  BETHAM-EDWARDS. 

Felicia. 
BY  EDWARD  EGGLESTON. 
Roxy. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD. 
Bella  Donna.        |    Never  Forgotten. 
The  Second  Mrs.  Tiilotsj)n. 
Polly.  I    Fatal  z.ero. 

Seventy  Ave  Brooke  Street. 
The  Lady  of  Brantome. 

BY  PERCY  FITZGERALD,  &c. 
Strange  Secrets. 

BY  ALBANY  DE  FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy  Lucre. 

BY  R.  E.  FRANCILLON. 
Olympia.  j  Queen  Coohetua. 

One  by  One.  King  or  Knave. 

A  Real  Queen.    I  Romances  of  Law. 

BY  HAROLD  FREDERIC. 
Seth's  Brother's  Wife, 

BY  HAIN  FRISWELL. 
One  of  Two. 

■      BY  EDWARD  GARRETT, 
The  Capel  Girls. 

BY   CHARLES  GIBBON. 


Robin  Gray. 

For  Lack  of  Gold. 

What      will      the 
World   Say? 

In  Love  and  V/ar. 

For  the  Kmg. 

In  Pastu!-£sGreen 

Queen  of  the  Mea- 
dow. 

A  Heart's  Problem 

The  Dead  Heart.    I  Blood-Money 
BY    WILLIAM    GILBERT. 

Dr    Austin's  Guests.  |    James  Duke, 

The  Wizard  of  the  Mountain. 
BY  JOHN  HABBERTON. 

Brueton's  Bayou.  |  Country  Luck. 
BY   ANDREW  HALLWAY. 

Every-Day  Papers. 


In  Honour  Bound 
The  Flower  of  the 

Forest. 
Braes  of  Yarrow. 
The  Golden  Shaft. 
Of  High  Degree. 
Mead  and  Stream. 
Loving  a  Dream. 
A  Hard  Knot. 
Heart's  Delight. 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued — 

BY  LADY   DUFFUS  HARDY. 
Paul  Wynter's  Sacrifice. 

BY  THOMAS   HARDY. 
Under  the  Greenwood  Tree. 

BY  J    BERWICK  HARWOOD, 
The  Tenth  Earl. 

BY  JULIAN   HAWTHORNE. 
Garth.  I  Sebastian  Strome 

ElliceQuentin.         1  Dust. 
Fortune's  Fool.       I  Beatrix  Randolph] 
Miss  Cadogna.         |  Love — or  a  Name. 
David  Poindexter's  Disappearance. 
The  Spectre  of  the  Camera. 

BY  SIR   ARTHUR    HELPS. 
Ivan  de  Biron. 

BY  MRS.  CASH  EL  HOEY. 
The  Lover's  Creed. 

BY  MRS.  GEORGE  HOOPER, 
The  House  of  Raby. 

BY  TIGHE   HOPKINS. 
'Twixt  Love  and  Duty. 

BY  MRS.  ALFRED  HUNT. 
Thornlcroft's  Model. 
The  Leaden  Casket. 
Self-Condemned.  |  That  other  Person 

BY   JEAN  INGELOW. 
Fated  to  be  Free. 

BY  HARRIETT  JAY, 
The  Dark  Colleen. 
The  Queen  of  Connaught. 

BY  MARK -KERSHAW, 
Colonial  Facts  and  Fictions. 
BY   R.   ASHE  KING. 
A  Drawn  Game. 
"The  Wearing  of  the  Green." 

BY  HENRY  KINGS  LEY. 
Oakshott  Castle 

BY  JOHN  LEYS. 
The  Lindsays. 

BY  MARY  LIN  SKILL. 
In  Exchange  for  a  Soul. 

BY  E.  LYNN  LINTON. 
Patricia  Kemball. 
The  Atonement  of  Learn  Dundas. 
The  World  Well   Lost. 
Under  which  Lord.'  |  Paston  Carew. 
With  a  Silken  Thread. 
The  Rebel  of  the  Family. 
"My  Love."  |      lone. 

BY  HENRY  W.  LUCY. 
Gideon  Fleyce. 


BY  JUSTIN 
Dear  LadyDlsdain 
The    Waterdale 

Neighbours. 
My  Enemy's 

Daughter. 
A  Fair  Saxon. 
LInley  Rochford. 


McCarthy. 

i  MissMisanthrope 
I  Donna  Quixote. 
i  The  Comet  of   a 
I     Season. 
I  Maid  of  Athens. 
Camiola. 


CHATTO  &-    IVINDUS,  PICCADILLY. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY  AGNES  MACDONELL. 
Quaker  Cousins. 

BY  KATHARINE  S.  MACQUOID. 
The  Evil  Eye.  |      Lost  Rose. 

BY  W.  H.  MALLOCK. 
The  New  Republic. 

BY  FLORENCE  MARRYAT, 
Open!   Sesame.      I  Fighting  the  Alp. 
A  Harvest  of  Wild     Written  in  Fire. 
Oats.  I 

BY  y.  MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen  Daughters. 

BY  BRANDER  MATTHEWS. 
A  Secret  of  the  Sea. 

BY  JEAN  MIDDLED  ASS. 
Touch  and  Go.       |      Mr.  Doriiiion. 

BY  MRS.  MOLESWORTH. 
Hathercourt  Rectory. 

BY  J.  E.  MUDDOCK 
Stories  V/eird  and  V^onderf.  I. 

BY  D.  CHRISTIE  MURRAY. 
ALifesAtonement     Hearts. 
A  Model  Father.       Way  of  the  World. 
Joseph's  Coat.  A    Bit   of   Human 

Coals  of  Fire.  j      Nature. 

By theGateof the     First  Person  Sln- 
Val  Strange  [Sea.        gular. 
Old  Blazer's  Hero.     Cynic  Fortune. 
One  Traveller  Returns. 

BY  HENRY  MURRAY. 
A  Game  of  Bluff. 

BY  ALICE  O'HANLON. 
The  Unforeseen.  |  Chance  ?  or  Fate  ? 

BY  GEORGES    OH  NET. 
Doctor  Rameau. 

BY  MRS.  OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies.       |    The  Primrose  Path. 
The  Greatest  HeJress  in  England. 
BY  MRS.  ROBERT  O'REILLY. 
Phoebe's  Fortunes. 

BY  OUIDA. 
Held  In  Bondage.     TwoLittleWooden 
Strathmore.  Shoes. 

Chandos.  I  Ariadne. 

Under  Two  Flags.    Friendship. 
Idalia.  Moths. 

Cecil     Castle-  Pipistrello. 

maine'sGage.         A    Village   Com- 
Tricotrin    !  Puck.    '      muns. 
Folle   Farine.  ,  Bimbi.  |  V/anda. 

A  Dog  of  Flanders.    Frescoes. 
Pascarel.  In  Maremma. 

Signa.  [ine.    Othmar. 

Princess   Naprax-    Ouida  s     Wisdom, 
In  a  Winter  City.         Wit, and  Pathos. 

BY  MARGARET  AGNES  PAUL. 
Gentle  and  Simple. 

BY  JAMES  PAYN. 
Lost  Sir  Massing-  '  A  County  Family. 

berd.  \  At  Her  Mercy. 

APerfect Treasure  I  A  Woman's  Ven- 
Bentlnck's  Tutor.  |      geance. 
Murphy's  Master.    Cecil's  Tryst. 


Cheap  Popular  Novfls,  continued— 
ClyfFards  of  Clyffe    Mirk  Abbey. 
The  FamilyScape-    Less    Black    than 

grace.  We're  Painted. 

Foster  Brothers.     •  By   Proxy. 
Found   Dead.  Under  One  Roof. 

Best  of  Husbands.  ;  High    Spirits. 
Waiter's  Word.  Carlyon  s  Year. 

Halves.  A     Confldential 

Fallen  Fortunes.  Agent. 

What  He  Cost  Her    Some     Private 
HumorousStories        Views. 
Gwendoline's  Har-  i  From   Exile. 
„vest.  A    Grape    from    a 

£200  Reward.  Thorn. 

Like   Father,  Like  1  For  Cash  Only. 

Son.  I  Kit:  A  Memorv. 

Marine  Residence.    The  Canon's  Ward 
Married    Beneath  |  Talk  of  the  Town. 

Him.  ;  Holiday  Tasks. 

Not     V/ooed,     but    Glow-worm  Tales 

Won.    I    The  Mystery  of  Mirbridge. 
BY  C.  L.   PIRKIS. 
Lady  Lovelace. 

BY  EDGAR  A.  POE. 
The  Mystery  of  Marie  Roget. 

BY  E.  C.  PRICE. 
Valentina.  |    The  Foreigners 

Mfs.  Lancaster's  Rival. 
Gerald. 

BY  CHARLES  READE. 
It  is  Never  Too  Late  to    Mend. 
Hard  Cash.  1    Peg  Woffington. 

Christie  Johnstone. 
Grifflth  Gaunt. 
Put  Yourself  in  His  Place 
The  Double  Marriage. 
Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long. 
Foul   Play. 

The  Cloister  and  the  Hearth. 
The  Course  of  True  Love. 
Autobiography  of  a  Thief. 
A  Terrible  Temptation. 
The  Wandering  Heir. 
A  Simpleton.  I      A  Woman-Hater. 

Readiana.  |      The  Jilt. 

Singleheart  and  Doubleface. 
Good     Stories     of    Men     and    othep 
Animals. 

BY  MRS.   J.  H.  RIDDELL. 
Her  Mother's  Darling. 
Prince  of  Wales's  Garden  Party. 
Weird  Stories.     |      Fairy  Water. 
The  Uninhabited  House. 
The  Mystery  in  Palace  Gardens. 

BY  F.   W.  ROBINSON 
Women  are  Strange. 
The  Hands  of  Justice. 

BY  JAMES  RU  NCI  MAN, 
Skippers  and  Shellbacks. 
Grace  Balmaign's  Sweethesu^ 
Schools  and  Scholars. 
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Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued— 

BY    W.   CLARK   RUSSELL. 
Round  the  Galley  Fire. 
On  the  Fo'k'sle  Head. 
In  the  Middle  Watch. 
A  Voyage  to  the  Caoe- 
A  Book  for  the  Hammock. 
The  Mystery  of  the  "Ocean  Star." 
The  Romance  of  Jenny  Harlowe, 

BY  GEORGE  AUGUSTUS  SALA, 
Gaslight  and  Daylight. 

BY  JOHN  SAUNDERS. 
Guy  Waterman.   |  Two  Dreamers. 
The  Lion  in  the   Path. 

BY  KATHARINE  SAUNDERS. 
Joan  Merryweather.  |  The  High  Mills. 
Margaret  and  Elizabeth. 
Heart  Salvage.     I    Sebastian. 

BY  GEORGE  R.  SIMS. 
Rogues  and  Vagabonds. 
The  Ring  o'  Bells. 1  Mary  Jane  Married. 
Mary  Jane's  Memoirs. 
Tales  of  To-day. 

BY  ARTHUR  SKETCHLEY. 
A  Match  in  the  Dark. 

BY  T.   W.  SPEIGHT. 
The  Mysteries  of  Heron  Dyke. 
TheGolden  Hoop.  |  By  Devious  Ways. 

BY  R.  A.  STERNDALE. 
The  Afghan  Knife. 

BY  R.  LOUIS  STEVENSON. 
New  Arabian  Nights.    |  Prince  Otto. 

BY  BERTHA   THOMAS. 
Cressida.  |      Proud  Maisie. 

The  Violin-Player. 

BY  W.  MOY  THOMAS. 
A  Fight  for  Life. 

BY  WALTER  THORNBURY. 
Tales  for  the  Marines. 
Old  Stories  Re-told. 

BY  T.  ADOLPHUS  TROLLOPE. 
Diamond  Cut  Diamond. 

BY  ANTHONY  TROLLOPE. 
The  Way  We  Live  Now. 
The  American  Senator. 
Frau  Frohmann.  |  Marion  Fay. 
Kept  in  the  Dark. 
W^.r.  Scarborough's  Family. 
The  Land-Leaguers. IJohnCaldigate 
The  Golden  Lion  of  Granpere. 

By  F.    ELEANOR    TROLLOPE. 
Like  Ships  upon  the  Sea. 
Anne  Furness.      |  Mabel's  Progress. 

BY  y.  T.   TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell's  Folly. 

BY  IVAN  TURGENIEFF,  &c. 
Stories  from  Foreign  Novelists. 

BY  MARK  TWAIN. 
Tom  Sawyer.     |    A  Tramp  Abroad. 
The  Stolen  White  Elephant. 
A    Pleasure  Trip  on    the    Continent 
Huckleberry  Finn.  [of  Europe. 

Life  on  the  Mississippi. 
The  Prince  and  the  Pauper- 


Cheap  Popular  Novels,  continued-^ 
BY  C.  C.  FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress  Judith. 

BY  SARAH  TYTLER. 
What  She  Came  Through. 
Tha  Bi'ide's  Pass.  |    Buried  Diamonds. 
Saint  Mungo's   City. 
Beauty  and  the  Beast. 
Lady  Bell.      |    Noblesse  Oblige- 
Citoyenne  Jacqueline  |  Disappeared. 
The  Huguenot  Family, 
The  Blackhall  Ghosts. 

BY  J.  S.   WINTER. 
Cavalry  Life.    |    Regimental  Legenda 

BY  H.  F.  WOOD. 
The  Passenger  from  Scotland  Yard. 
The  Englishman  of  the  Rue  Cain. 

BY  LADY  WOOD. 
Sabina. 

BY  CELIA  PARKER  WOOLLEY. 
Rachel  Armstrong;  or.Love&Theology. 

BY  EDMUND  YATES. 
The  Forlorn  Hope.  |    Land  at  Last. 
Castaway. 

ANONYMOUS. 
Why  Paul  Ferroll  Killed  his  Wife. 


POPULAR  SHILLING  BOOKS. 
Jeff  Briggs's   Love   Story.     By  Bret 

Harte. 
The  Twins  of  Table  Mountain.      By 

Bret  Harte. 
A  Day's  Tour.    By  Percy  Fitzgerald. 
Esther's  Glove.    By  R.  E.  Francillon. 
The  Professor's  Wife.      By  L.Graham. 
Mrs.  Gainsborough's   Diamonds.    By 

Julian  Hawthorne. 
Niagara  Spray.     By  J.  Hollingshead. 
A  Romance  of  the  Queen's  Hounds. 

By  Charles  James. 
The  Garden  that  Paid  the  Rent.    By 

Tom  Jerrold 
Cut  by  the  Mess.  By  Arthur  Kevser. 
Our  Sensation  Novel.  Edited  by  Justin 

H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Dolly.     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy,  M.P. 
Lily  Lass.     By  Justin  H.  McCarthy, 

M.P. 
Was  She  Good  or  Bad?    ByW.  Minto. 
That  Girl  in  Black.     By  Mrs.  Moles- 
worth. 
Beyond  the  Gates.   By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Old  Maid's  Paradise.    By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Burglars  in  Paradise.  By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Jack  the  Fisherman.   By  E.  S.  Phelps. 
Trooping  with  Crows.   By  C.  L.  PirkiS 
Bible  Characters.     By  Chas.  Reade. 
Rogues.     By  R.  H.  Sherard. 
The  Dagonet  Reciter.    By  G.  R.  Sims. 
Uovj  the  Poor  L'.vf.     By  G.  R.  Sims. 
The   Sandycrofi:  MystePy.    By  T.  W. 

Speight. 
A  Double  Bond.    By  Linda  Villari, 


J.  OGDEN  AND  CO.  LIMITED,   PRINTERS,  GREAT  SAFFRON  HILL,  B.Ci 
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